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Cowboy Lovin’ 


ROBERT’S RANCHER 


Amber Kell 


Sometimes you don’t know what you're looking for until 
you find it. 

Robert Hawthorne is lonely. After years of looking for the 
right guy, he’s almost ready to give up until a car accident 
leads to meeting Glen King. 

Glen is furious when the owner of the ranch he was 
working for sells without giving Glen a chance to buy him 
out. Promises had been broken, and Glen snatches at the 
opportunity for a job with his cousin at a new ranch. 

When the two men meet sparks fly but a misunderstanding 
has Glen leaving just as things start to go well for their 
romance. Will Glen come to his senses or will he let the 
best thing that ever happened to him slip away? 


Dedication 


This is for my fans who told me how much they like 
cowboys in their romance. 


Chapter One 


Robert circled the spoon inside his coffee cup, 
watching the cream swirl. Depression sat like a heavy stone 
on his chest. How had his life been reduced to this? By all 
standards, people would consider him successful. Why 
couldn’t he find the perfect guy? Hell, his imaginary 
partner didn’t even have to be perfect—he just had to not 
want Robert’s money. The few times he thought he’d found 
a keeper had turned out to be giant fiascos. One guy had 
tried to leave Robert’s house with Robert’s new laptop and 
another had tried to sweet talk him into financing a play. 

He must have a broken ‘loser alert’ sensor. 

Now, at thirty years old, he lived alone and didn’t have 
any romantic prospects in sight since two months ago, 
when the last gay man he’d liked had hooked up with a 
sexy cowboy. Sadly, from what Robert had observed, they 
were ridiculously happy together. 

“Hey Robert, did you like the new quiche recipe?” 
Tyler Remington approached Robert’s table, wiping his 
hands on his chef’s apron. 

“It was amazing as usual.” He mustered up a smile for 
Tyler. It wasn’t Tyler’s fault the man had let a cowboy 
sweep him off his feet. 

Tyler settled into the chair opposite him. “What’s 
wrong? You’ve been moping for days.” 


Robert propped his chin on his hand. “I’m lonely,” he 
confessed. 

Tyler gave him a startled look. “Why? You’re 
handsome, rich and when you’re not trying too hard to 
impress someone, you're a nice guy.” 

Although he knew he would sound like a pouting 
teenager, Robert couldn’t help himself. “I can’t believe you 
fell for Cody.” 

Tyler laughed. “Robert, we would’ve never been 
compatible. I’m not butch enough for you. I’ve seen you 
watching the cowboys when you come out to the ranch. You 
can barely keep your drool from forming a puddle on the 
ground.” 

“Being attracted to someone and finding someone to 
share your life with aren’t necessarily the same thing. And 
other than Cody, the rest of the guys at your ranch are 
straighter than a board.” 

“Maybe not.” A crafty expression filled Tyler’s bright 
blue eyes. “We’re getting another hand next week. Jeffrey’s 
cousin, Glen, is coming to work for us. The ranch he 
worked on before was sold to some developer to build a 
bunch of condos or something. Jeff told me he prefers 
men.” 

Robert shook his head. “If he’s just moved here, I 
doubt he wants to get involved with someone right away.” 
He held up his hand to stop Tyler’s protest. “And you know 
as well as I do it takes more than being gay to be 
compatible.” 

“True, but don’t rule him out without meeting him.” 


“Fine. lll meet him but I’m not making any promises.” 

“I’m not asking you to have sex. I’m talking about 
coffee, maybe a muffin if you want to get wild.” 

Robert laughed. “Okay, I can do that.” 

“Good. Besides, if you don’t find someone soon, Joe is 
going to start getting some ideas.” Tyler tilted his head to 
the right and Robert’s gaze traced where Tyler indicated. 

Joe Walker stood beside the divider that shielded the 
servers’ area from the diners. His arms were crossed and a 
scowl creased his forehead as he watched the two men talk. 
Although Robert knew his waiter was gay, Joe didn’t make 
the eligible list. 

“You know I don’t mess around with my employees. 
That’s why I didn’t ask you to be my chef until I was certain 
it wasn’t going to work out.” 

“Does Joe know that?” Tyler’s blue eyes reflected 
concern. 

“He should.” Robert bit his bottom lip as he considered 
the situation. Joe had flirted with him in the past. Robert 
had put it down as harmless and never flirted back. He 
didn’t want to show any sign of favouritism to his 
employees. “Tl talk to him if it gets out of hand.” 

“Good.” Tyler patted Robert’s hand. “I don’t want you 
to get put in a bad situation, especially if he tries to get you 
for sexual harassment. Make sure you talk to him with at 
least one witness around.” 

Robert laughed. “I wasn’t born yesterday, Tyler. I can 
handle one young man.” 


“Maybe.” Tyler didn’t look completely convinced and 
Robert had no idea why. After all, he wasn’t a shy eighteen- 
year-old anymore. He’d been making his own decisions for 
a long time now. 

“It'll be fine. Do we have enough chocolate tarts for 
the dinner crowd? We ran out yesterday and I thought 
there was going to be an uprising.” 

Tyler shook his head. “We’ll be fine. I doubled the 
batch from yesterday so everyone who could possibly want 
one will be able to have one.” 

“Good.” Robert stood and threw his napkin on the 
table. “Thanks for your help. I’ll see you in a couple of days. 
I’ve got to go out of town tonight to look over some 
property my investment manager is trying to get me to 
throw some money at.” 

Tyler waved. “Try to stay out of trouble.” 

Robert shook his head at the chef. “Why would I want 
to do that? Getting into trouble is one of the few forms of 
entertainment I have.” 

Tyler laughed. “I see.” 

Waving on his way out the door, Robert left his 
restaurant with a lighter step. He didn’t know if this new 
hand would be the romantic apple of his eye but he always 
liked meeting people. If nothing else, maybe Robert could 
make a friend. 


* xK OK K 


Glen King pulled his dusty truck up to the ranch gates. 
A wave of relief shot through him at the fat cows and the 
healthy looking wheat fields he’d passed on the way to the 
main house. His cousin hadn’t exaggerated the ranch’s 
excellent condition. He hoped the job Jeffrey had promised 
was there too, since everything he owned was piled in the 
back of his pickup. Despite three years of promising Glen 
first shot at purchasing his ranch, Ted Hill had sold the 
place right out from under him. Bitterness left a sour taste 
in Glen’s mouth and churned his stomach as he reflected on 
what a fool he’d been to trust Hill’s word. When he’d 
confronted Hill, his ex-boss had had the nerve to tell Glen 
he should’ve got the promise in writing. Glen had barely 
resisted going to jail for murder. 

“Bastard,” Glen muttered, reflecting on the 
conversation. How he’d longed to throttle the old rancher. 
It must have shown in his eyes because Hill had definitely 
looked a little nervous at the end. Glen had gathered 
everything he’d owned, called his cousin and asked about 
spots on the ranch where Jeffrey worked. Luckily it 
sounded like they were expanding and needed experienced 
hands. Meanwhile, the dream of owning his own piece of 
land had slipped through Glen’s fingertips. 

It took him several minutes of driving on the ranch 
road before he spotted the main buildings. A low white 
ranch house, a couple of barns and a structure that was 
probably the bunkhouse, dotted the landscape in front of 
him. Deciding he’d best find his new boss before hunting 
his cousin, Glen pulled up in front of the main building. 


Glen sat in his truck for a long while examining the 
white picket fence, bright flowers and red door of the 
home. Jeff had told him two men owned the ranch, and one 
of them had recently hooked up with the other partner’s 
brother. It was one of the main reasons he’d asked to come. 
A ranch owned by at least one gay guy couldn’t have any 
homophobic assholes on staff, or at least if there were, 
they’d more than likely keep it to themselves. 

Pushing open the driver’s side door, Glen slid off the 
bench seat. His boots hit the ground with a jarring thud. 
After a daylong road trip, the leg he’d once broken, and 
never had properly set, ached like a motherfucker. He 
made sure his feet were steady before slamming the door 
shut. He didn’t want to show up looking like he’d been 
dragged along ten miles of bad road. His new employer 
didn’t need to know how hard up he was—body and soul. 
There wasn’t a cowboy alive who hadn’t broken, sprained 
or damaged at least one body part...and if there was, they 
weren’t working hard enough. 

Glen’s muscles stretched and loosened as he walked 
towards the building. By the time he reached the freshly 
painted front porch he was walking almost normally—a bit 
bowlegged, but normal for him. 

Before he knocked on the door, it was whipped open 
and a gorgeous young man peered at him through the 
screen door. “Hello!” 

“Um, hello there.” Glen replied. “I’m looking for Baron 
Remington. Is he here?” 


“Nope.” The blond’s brilliant smile took the sting out 
of his response. “I’m about to announce lunch so you might 
as well come in and grab something to eat. You must be 
Jeffrey’s cousin.” 

The screen door opened and the slim young man 
motioned him inside. 

“Yeah, I’m Glen King.” 

“Nice to meet you. I’m Tyler. Baron’s my brother.” 

They shook hands. Glen kept his touch gentle. He 
didn’t want to hurt the smaller man. Not to mention if he 
was brother and lover to the owners, it was best to stay on 
his good side. 

Tyler pulled a smartphone from his pocket and pushed 
a series of buttons before returning it to his pocket. “The 
men will be here in a minute. I suggest you come stand 
over here by me so you don’t get trampled.” 

The words had barely left Tyler’s lips when the sound 
of footsteps reached Glen’s ears. Loud voices echoed in the 
entry and a line began to form into a room on the left. 
Looking to the right, he realised it wasn’t the dining area. 

He turned a curious look towards Tyler. 

“Oh, they’re washing up. Margaret, the old cook, has 
them trained. She’s gone to live with her relatives now, but 
luckily she broke them in while she was here.” 

The grin he received warmed him on the inside, a 
sensation that ended quickly when a big man with dark 
eyes and dark hair looked at Glen as if he were measuring 
the size of Glen’s coffin and fixing to put him in it. 

“Hey babe,” Tyler’s smile could’ve powered the county. 


The big cowboy’s expression went from maniacal to 
tender in the space of a second. Right in front of everyone, 
the man walked over, cupped Tyler’s face and plastered the 
hottest kiss Glen had ever seen outside of a porn video 
smack on Tyler’s lips. 

He discreetly adjusted himself as he watched the two 
men embrace. 

When the cowboy released Tyler, the smaller man’s 
eyes weren’t focused and his lips had a tempting sheen. He 
blinked repeatedly at Glen. 

“Cody, this is Glen. He’s Jeffrey’s cousin,” Tyler said, 
pointing towards Glen. 

“Glen!” 

He turned to see Jeff walking towards him. Jeff 
wrapped his thickly muscled arms around Glen and 
thumped him on the back. When Glen finally freed himself, 
he turned to shake Cody’s hand. 

“Nice to meet you.” He gave Cody a firm grip, though 
not fighting for dominance. Even if his kiss with Tyler 
hadn’t confirmed his identity, Glen could almost feel the air 
of leadership pouring off the other man. 

“Same here,” Cody said. He tucked Tyler in the crook 
of his arm and scooped his lover along as they walked to 
the dining room. “Jeff says you’ve been on a ranch since 
you were young.” 

“Yeah, I grew up on one. My daddy’s health didn’t let 
him keep it so we moved to the city when I was in my teens. 
As soon as I could, I went back to it.” Glen couldn’t live 
without his horses and cattle. He hadn’t thrived in the city. 


He had hated the concrete, the noise and the incessant flow 
of people. Wide-open spaces and the smell of animals were 
his loves. 

Cody gave him an understanding look. “We are short- 
handed right now and Jeffrey gave you a good 
recommendation. We’ll try you out for a few weeks and see 
how you fit in here. For now you can sit down and enjoy the 
best food in the country.” 

Mutters of agreement rang around the table and an 
adorable blush crossed Tyler’s cheeks. A warning glance 
from Cody had him quickly shifting his gaze. 

Got it. Don’t look at Tyler. “1’ll go wash up.” 

He headed to the bathroom and quickly cleaned his 
dusty and sweaty hands. Returning to the dining room, he 
found an empty seat next to his cousin. Jeff gave him a wide 
smile and a friendly slap on the back. His cousin looked 
happy and healthy. Good. Of all his relatives, Jeff had 
always been one of Glen’s favourites. 

A platter of chicken was handed over followed by 
mashed potatoes and buttery corn. The first bite had him 
closing his eyes to better absorb the flavour. Spices 
exploded across his tongue as juice from the chicken filled 
his mouth. 

Damn, that was good. 

Swallowing, Glen opened his eyes to see the ranch 
hands watching him with amusement. “This is amazing.” 

Jeff laughed. “Tyler’s the best damn cook I’ve ever 
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met. 


“You made this?” He couldn’t stop the surprise in his 
voice. That would teach him to judge someone by 
appearance. Tyler had looked too pretty to be of much use, 
however anyone who cooked like this was worth his weight 
in gold...and considering Tyler wasn’t very big, more than 
his weight in gold. 

Tyler blushed. “Yeah, it’s my thing.” 

The chef kissed his lover on the cheek and headed to a 
door Glen guessed led to the kitchen. 

He saw the ranch hands were all staring at him. 
“You’re lucky. At my last ranch we had an old cook who 
thought if the meat was more tender than shoe leather he 
was spoiling us.” 

The men around the table laughed. “Tyler spoils us 
something rotten, and he also plans the menus for a fancy 
place in town,” Jeff told him. 

Glen took a bite of the potatoes and barely held back a 
moan. Hell, he’d work for room and board if it included this 
type of cooking. Who really needed money anyway? 

Jeff chuckled. “Three meals a day. Tyler doesn’t always 
make breakfast, depending on his schedule, but there’ll be 
something to eat.” 

Nodding, Glen finished up his meal as he listened to 
the talk swirl around him. He didn’t even pretend to pay 
attention once he bit into a biscuit. It took Jeff mentioning 
his name twice before he focused on his cousin’s words. 

“What?” 

“Did you want to come with me to check out the ranch 
after lunch? I’ve got to fix a fence hole in the back field and 


I can show you around on the way.” 

Glen nodded. “Sounds good.” 

Cody broke in. “Baron will be back home in a few 
hours. When he returns he can tell you what we’ll expect 
you to do. I’m going into town to pick up some supplies.” 

“Yes, boss.” Glen settled in to finish his meal. Anything 
he needed to do could wait until he finished his chicken. 
Jeff must have agreed because he helped himself to another 
wing. 


Chapter Two 


Robert let out a sigh of relief as he passed the city 
limit sign. Finally he’d made it home. After three days of 
non-stop business meetings, he planned to climb into bed 
and not come out until he’d had three days of sleep. 
Businessmen were wound too tight. Trying to explain to 
them that the world wouldn’t end tomorrow if he didn’t 
jump on board and give them money right away had pretty 
much made their heads explode. By Tuesday he was ready 
to see it happen, by Wednesday he would’ve paid good 
money. Sometimes Robert felt like a victim of his own 
SUCCESS. 

He certainly didn’t miss the tie or the suit he’d worn 
for the endless rounds of meetings. As soon as he’d landed 
he’d ditched them both and changed into a battered T-shirt 
and hole-riddled jeans. He needed that bit of comfort. 

Blinking his eyes in an attempt to clear his vision, 
Robert relived the talks in his head, looking for flaws in the 
business plan as he travelled down the road in his rusty 
truck. He’d bought the truck when he was eighteen. His 
father believed in a strong work ethic and had made Robert 
earn his own money for his vehicle. Even in its advanced 
age and state of constant breakdowns, Robert didn’t want 
to give her up. It was the last remnant of his happy 
childhood. 


In his exhaustion, it took him a moment to realise he’d 
taken a wrong turn and the cow walking across the road 
wasn’t his imagination. Cursing, Robert swerved to the 
right and plummeted straight into a deep ditch. Slamming 
on the brakes sent the vehicle skidding into a large rock 
with an ominous crumbling sound. The impact jerked 
Robert forward and slammed his left hand into the solid 
metal door. He let out a gasp as pain sliced through his 
wrist. 

Robert’s neck hurt and his back ached like someone 
had stomped across it in cowboy boots. Maybe he should’ve 
bought a truck with airbags. Dazed, he sat there for a long 
moment listening to the groans of his battered vehicle, his 
mind too jumbled to figure out what to do next. 

“Damn it!” Even his curse sounded tired in his ears. 
Blinking back the tears of shock and exhaustion, Robert let 
out a low groan. 

“Hey, you okay in there?” A deep voice and a knock on 
the window jolted Robert out of his haze of pain. Turning 
his head, Robert met a pair of concerned eyes, the bluest 
he’d ever seen—even bluer than Tyler’s, which he hadn’t 
thought possible. The stranger opened Robert’s driver’s 
side door. 

“T think my truck is definitely totalled,” he blurted out, 
his mind still shaken by the accident. 

“Yessir, I can say for a fact I don’t think this old girl is 
going to make it out of the ditch anytime soon. I’d be happy 
to call a tow truck for you if you’d like, but I’m new around 
here and don’t quite know who you call for these things.” 


The gorgeous man paused a moment. “Do you think you 
should be moved? I can call an ambulance.” 

Robert took a careful inventory of his body. “My wrist 
hurts like hell but I think the rest of me is fine.” He 
unbuckled the seat belt. A groan burst from his lips as he 
started to tumble to the ground. 

“Hey...careful there.” The cowboy wrapped his arm 
around Robert’s waist and prevented further injury from a 
possible fall. “I’ve got you. Easy,” his rescuer said, helping 
Robert climb down the side of the truck. 

Robert leaned against the cowboy as he caught his 
breath. Mmm...muscles... 

Crap! He straightened up and tried to look innocent as 
if he weren’t copping a feel of the sexy cowboy. 

He stood beside his beloved truck and let out a long 
sigh. The crumpled front end made him doubt even his best 
car person could revive the vehicle. The guys at Tank’s car 
repair always teased Robert about his truck. They knew he 
could afford a much fancier car, but he loved his lady...or at 
least he had. 

He’d get his luggage later. His wrist pulsed like a 
heartbeat. Robert ground his teeth over the pain. All he’d 
wanted was to go home and get some sleep. 

“We need to get you to a hospital.” 

The concern from a total stranger warmed Robert’s 
heart. 

Gentle fingers wrapped around Robert’s arm. “Your 
wrist looks swollen. We should probably take you to the 
emergency room.” 


“Great. That’s just what my day needs to finish it off—a 
hospital trip.” 

“Now, it’s not that bad. We can call the tow truck and 
when they arrive, Ill take you to the doctor.” 

Robert blinked up at his saviour. “Who are you?” 

The cowboy chuckled. “Sorry. I should’ve given you my 
name. I’m Glen King. My cousin Jeffrey works on the R and 
S Ranch. I got hired last week.” 

“Oh right! Tyler told me you were coming. I’m Robert 
Hawthorne. I work with Tyler.” He would never presume to 
say Tyler worked for him. The chef was more of a partner 
than an employee. 

“Nice to meet you.” Glen’s smile exposed a set of deep 
dimples. Damn, Robert adored dimples. His cock tried to 
stir but the pain in the rest of his body suppressed the urge 
to rise and harden. 

“Nice to meet you too. Thanks for helping me out. I 
didn’t see that stupid cow until it was too late.” 

A low laugh from Glen warmed Robert deep inside. He 
couldn’t remember the last time he’d had a conversation 
with a man without wondering if they were dating him 
because of his money or if they truly liked him. He could 
tell from Glen’s expression that he didn’t recognise 
Robert’s name. 

When had that last happened? 

He knew from Tyler that Glen played for the same 
team as they did. Would Glen be interested in him? 

Shaking his head at his own foolishness, Robert 
awkwardly pulled out his cell phone. Sighing, he pushed 


the number two speed dial button and waited. 

“Hey, Mr Hawthorne, did your baby die on you again?” 
The garage’s owner asked, not bothering with a greeting. 

“I think my baby is finally dead, Tank. A boulder is 
kissing her front end and they’re becoming pretty 
intimate.” 

“Damn shame to hear that. Your truck paid for my last 
three fishing trips,” Hank said mournfully. 

Robert laughed. “I think your fishing on my dime is 
over at least for a bit. I need someone to come and get my 
truck. I’ve got to get to the hospital. I think I broke my 
wrist.” 

“Where you at?” 

“Old McMillan Road, about halfway after the 
intersection. Look for the truck in the ditch,” he said dryly. 

“Will do. Go and get your wrist looked at. I’ll call you 
with the final results.” 

“Thanks.” He hung up and turned to Glen. “I’m ready 
when you are.” 

“Sure thing. I’ve got to gather my tools. If you don’t 
mind waiting I can take you.” He nodded over to a small 
toolbox by the side of the road. “I was fixin’ that small 
patch of fence when you went into the ditch.” 

Robert paled. “If I’d gone the other way I would’ve hit 
you.” His stomach churned as images ran through his head. 
He never should’ve driven tired. He knew better. “I’m so 
sorry.” 

“Hey, hey now.” Strong hands gripped his biceps. 
Blinking, Robert looked up into Glen’s blue eyes. “You 


didn’t hit me. You didn’t even hit the cow and she had it 
coming. I’m fine and you'll be fine once we get you patched 
up. Okay?” 

“Yeah, okay.” Even though he knew Glen was right it 
still took a moment for the shock to leave his system. 
Robert blinked up at the cowboy before forcing himself to 
move away. “Thanks. I'll try not to have any more 
meltdowns. At least not until I get to the hospital.” 

Glen gave him a dimpled smile. “I’m goin’ to hold you 
to that. Now why don’t you wait in my truck until I gather 
everything?” 

“All right.” 

Robert obediently climbed into the vehicle and waited 
for Glen. It only took a few minutes before Glen joined him. 

Glen plopped his cowboy hat on the seat between 
them, ran a self-conscious hand through his sandy hair, and 
started up the truck. “You’ll have to tell me where to go. 
Like I said, I’m new here.” 

“No problem.” Robert quickly gave Glen directions. He 
held his wrist, trying to keep it still over the bouncing and 
rattling of the truck going down the dirt road. 

They reached the hospital after an eternity on pit-filled 
roads. Robert’s jaw ached from clenching his teeth against 
the pain. Glen pulled up beneath the emergency awning 
and tossed his keys to the volunteer valet. Before Robert 
could protest, the cowboy opened the passenger door and 
helped him out of the cab. “Easy there,” Glen crooned like 
he was calming a startled horse. 


“I can walk,” Robert protested. To prove him wrong, 
his knees buckled as soon as his feet hit the ground. 

“Whoa, I gotcha.” Glen wrapped a strong arm around 
Robert, supporting most of his weight. 

“Sorry,” Robert muttered as the world spun around 
him. 

Out of the corner of his eye, he saw an orderly 
approach with a wheelchair. 

“Easy now.” Glen helped lower Robert to a seated 
position. “I’ll take him,” he told the orderly. 


Glen ignored the hospital worker’s startled look. He 
felt oddly possessive of the young man he’d found in a 
ditch. The poor thing. 

Generally Glen didn’t take to people right away but the 
dark-haired, handsome man with warm brown eyes had 
grabbed his sympathy immediately. Giving the injured man 
over to a complete stranger didn’t set well with him. The 
poor man looked down on his luck. The tattered jeans and 
worn shirt matched the battered truck. 

The packed waiting room was filled with dozens of 
emergency cases. Glen figured they’d be there for quite a 
while. Waiting patiently for their turn at the admittance 
window, he gently pushed Robert before him. 

When they reached the front of the line the nurse on 
duty peered up at him through thick glasses. “Can I help 
you?” 

“My friend here had a car accident. I think he might 
have broken his wrist.” 


She switched her gaze to Robert and sat up straighter. 

“Robert Hawthorne, you poor dear. I'll call your 
physician immediately.” 

Glen stared at the nurse in surprise. He’d expected to 
wait several hours to even have someone listen to him. 
Robert nodded carefully as if moving his head hurt too 
much. The man had taken a hard shaking when he’d 
crashed his truck. 

Concerned, Glen wheeled Robert over to a spot to wait 
without being in anyone’s way. “Are you going to be okay, 
man?” 

Robert reached over and gripped his hand in a firm 
hold. “Stay with me,” he pleaded in a low voice. 

“Sure, I can do that.” Glen found himself patting 
Robert’s hand in reassurance. When had he ever been the 
one someone went to for comfort? He couldn’t think of one 
time. The injured man sitting in the wheelchair made Glen 
want to wrap Robert in soft cotton and hold him close. 
Unfortunately, he didn’t know if the man swung that way. 
He definitely planned on finding out soon though. 

The doors opened and a man in a white coat marched 
over to them. His cropped salt and pepper-coloured hair 
exposed a strong, handsome face. The doctor’s mouth 
tightened when he saw Robert. 

Crouching down, the doctor took Robert’s wrist in his 
hand. “You look like shit, Robbie. What happened?” 

“I hate it when you call me Robbie,” Robert 
complained. 


“Yeah, well, you hate it when I call you anything.” 
Straightening up the doctor gave Glen a dismissive look. 
“Follow me.” 

Glen would’ve snapped at the man except Robert 
reached up and patted Glen’s arm. 

“Okay, I’ll come.” Glen hoped the man took better care 
of Robert than his bedside manner indicated. 

The doctor showed them into a small examination 
room containing a patient bed and little else. 

“Help him up there,” the doctor ordered. 

“He’s not a servant,” Robert objected in a soft voice. 
“Glen, this is Dr Denny Hawthorne—my cousin. Denny, this 
is Glen. He’s working for Baron.” 

The doctor looked Glen over. “Well, I hope he’s not 
your lover or your standards have completely slipped.” 

Well, that answered his question about Robert’s sexual 
orientation. Glen’s heart skipped a beat at the knowledge. 
He’d thought Robert attractive before. This new 
information increased his appeal tenfold. 

“Glen is a fine man who rescued me from my accident. 
Be respectful, dumbass.” 

Robert’s soft scold had an immediate effect on the 
snide doctor who slipped into a more professional manner. 
“Let me see your wrist.” 

Robert held out his arm. 

Glen resisted the urge to snatch Robert away. He 
didn’t want the smug bastard touching the man he’d 
rescued. He hovered instead as the doctor manipulated 


Robert’s wrist. When Robert let out a hiss, Glen had to hold 
back the urge to grab the man away from him. 

“Easy. I think it’s just a bad sprain. I’m going to have 
some x-rays run in case you have a hairline fracture or 
something.” 

“Thanks.” 

“What about his head?” Glen tilted Robert’s chin up. “I 
think he smacked it on the window.” 

The doctor pulled a small flashlight out of his pocket 
and flashed it in Robert’s eyes. Robert flinched and tried to 
jerk away. 

“Easy, hon.” Glen glared at the doctor while he rubbed 
Robert’s shoulder, trying to soothe him. 

The doctor rolled his eyes. “I’m not hurting him on 
purpose. He’s my cousin after all.” 

That explained some of the doctor’s manner. Glen still 
had to suppress the urge to punch the bastard. 

Glen clenched his teeth at each soft noise of pain 
Robert gave at his cousin’s probing. 

“Damn it, be careful.” 

The doctor scowled at him. “I can’t examine him 
without a few tests. Where did you find Robert?” 

“I found him on the side of the road. His truck crashed 
into a ditch when he tried to avoid a cow.” 

“Why was a cow wandering in the road?” Dr 
Hawthorne asked. 

“I took a wrong turn and ended up on Tyler’s ranch,” 
Robert explained. 


Glen frowned. “I thought it was Baron and Cody’s 
ranch?” He hadn’t been there long but he was pretty 
certain Baron ran the place. 

Robert gave a soft snort. “Tyler is Baron’s brother and 
Cody’s lover—trust me, it’s as much Tyler’s ranch as 
anyone’s.” 

Dr Hawthorne put the flashlight back into his pocket. 
“I think your head is fine. Let’s get that x-ray done and see 
where we are.” He gave Glen a pointed look. “You can 
leave.” 

Robert grabbed onto Glen. “He’s staying.” Blinking, he 
looked up at Glen. “As long as you want to, I mean. I’m sure 
you’ve got other stuff to do. If you’re busy I can call 
someone and have them take me home.” 

Glen reflected on the million and one things he had to 
do for his new job. “I’ll step out into the waiting room while 
you get your x-ray done.” 

“Okay.” Glen didn’t know if it was his imagination but 
he thought Robert was reluctant to release Glen’s fingers 
as he let go. 

“Will you take him?” he asked the doctor. 

He rolled his eyes. “I’ll have an orderly do it. I have 
other patients to see.” 

Glen revisited his urge to punch the doctor. He felt a 
bit better when Hawthorne brushed back Robert’s hair, his 
eyes dark with concern. 

“I think you'll be okay, Robbie. Be careful. I don’t want 
a phone call from Aunt Caroline.” 

With that parting shot the doctor left. 


“He’s a charmer,” Glen said. 

Robert laughed then winced. “Ouch. Don’t make me 
laugh. Thanks for staying with me. You didn’t have to.” 

“I know but I found you.” He didn’t know how to 
explain he felt responsible for Robert. It didn’t make any 
sense how he was reluctant to let the sweet, injured man 
out of his sight. 

“Finders keepers?” Robert’s eyes sparkled with 
laughter. 

“Exactly!” 

An orderly entered. “Hi there! I’m Mannie.” The man 
had a wide, friendly face and enough muscles to move the 
heaviest patient. 

“I’m Glen and this is Robert.” He pointed to the 
injured man. 

“Nice to meet you,” Mannie said, beaming at them 
both. 

“How long have you worked here?” Glen asked. The 
orderly had a fresh look to him, as if he hadn’t been there 
long. Not that it took tons of skill to push someone down 
the hall but Glen wasn’t going to trust the injured man to 
just anyone. 

“TIl take good care of him, sir,” Mannie promised, as if 
sensing Glen’s unease. 

“You do that.” Glen examined the orderly carefully 
before he nodded his agreement. He helped Mannie settle 
Robert in the wheelchair. “Have them come get me when 
you’re done.” 


“Okay, thanks.” Robert brushed Glen’s cheek with the 
tips of his fingers as Mannie wheeled him out of the room. 

Glen rubbed his skin where it tingled from the contact. 
Damn, he wanted that man badly. Clearing his throat, he 
pulled out his phone from his jacket pocket and dialled the 
ranch. 

“Hello!” 

He recognised Tyler’s cheery voice. “Tyler?” he 
checked. He’d feel like an idiot if he were wrong. 

“Um, yes?” 

“This is Glen.” 

“Hey, Glen. Oh, I heard about Robert. How is it going? 
He’s not hurt badly is he?” 

It took Glen a moment to realise Tyler must’ve talked 
to the tow truck drivers. The vehicle was on his ranch after 
all. “He’s having x-rays to look over his wrist. I’m going to 
stay here and drive him home.” 

“Okay, Pll tell the guys you’re off playing Good 
Samaritan. That’s really sweet of you to watch out for 
Robert. He’s a good guy. Take all the time you need.” Tyler 
laughed. “Well if it’s going to be more than a day or so you 
might want to talk to Baron. It’s cow branding time.” 

“T’ll do that. Thanks.” After exchanging goodbyes, Glen 
hung up. He hoped it wouldn’t be more than a few hours. 
He didn’t want to leave an injured man alone. 

Glen returned to the waiting room and bought a cold 
soda and a bag of chips from the vending machine before 
settling into a hard plastic chair in the waiting room. He 
picked up a few magazines. He couldn’t focus enough to 


read anything. The image of Robert’s pained brown eyes 
haunted him. Damn, he should’ve gone to the x-ray with 
him. He’d never had anyone he’d worried about before. To 
feel that way about a complete stranger was disconcerting. 


Chapter Three 


Robert gritted his teeth as the technician laid the lead 
vest across him, then took an image of his wrist. 

“It'll be done in a minute, sir.” He turned Robert’s 
hand to the left to get another shot. 

“It’s all right. I’ve just had a long day.” He’d been tired 
before—now he could barely keep his eyes open despite the 
radiology technician rotating his sore wrist this way and 
that. His head ached, his wrist throbbed...and when the 
cowboy was nearby, other parts—well, they didn’t throb but 
they certainly perked up for attention. 

He began to drift off just as he felt the weight lifted off 
his body. 

“Let’s get you back to your room,” Mannie said in his 
cheery voice. 

Robert remained quiet as the orderly wheeled him 
down the hall and into a private patient room. “What’s 
this?” 

“Dr Hawthorne thinks you should spend the night.” 
Mannie’s voice held an apologetic note. 

“Dr Hawthorne can forget it! I’m not staying here. Go 
find my cowboy!” Damn it. He hated hospitals and his 
cousin knew it. He was going to get the hell out of there on 
his own if necessary. An injured wrist wouldn’t stop him 
from dialling a phone to get a taxi. 


“Yes, sir.” Mannie rushed out of the room as if the 
hounds of hell were chasing him. 

Robert made a mental note to apologise to the poor 
man when he returned. The orderly had only been doing his 
job. 

It seemed like forever but was probably only a few 
minutes before Mannie returned with Glen. Relief swept 
through Robert. He’d worried the man had got bored and 
left. Robert wouldn’t have necessarily blamed him—they 
weren't friends or lovers. They were barely acquaintances. 

“Thanks for not leaving,” Robert blurted out. Shit! He 
sounded like a teenager with a crush. The cowboy pushed 
all of Robert’s buttons. 

Glen’s hand covered Robert’s on the mattress in a 
reassuring gesture. “I wouldn’t have left without telling 
you. I brought you here and Ill take you home.” 

“I’d prefer he stay overnight for observation,” Denny 
protested as he entered the room. 

“Denny, you know I hate hospitals,” Robert 
complained. He knew he probably wasn’t making a good 
impression on the tough cowboy by whining like a pre- 
pubescent girl, but damn, he really detested hospitals. 

His cousin gave him a cool stare. “Unless you have 
someone staying overnight with you, I can’t recommend 
you go home. You were badly shaken in the accident and I 
want you observed overnight in case any problems appear.” 

“T’ll watch him.” 

The softly spoken words snapped Robert’s attention 
back to Glen. The cowboy’s eyes were wide with surprise, 


as if he hadn’t expected the words to come out of his 
mouth. 

“Are you sure?” Robert pressed. He didn’t want to 
make a complete stranger take responsibility for him. 

Glen nodded. “I'll give you Jeffrey’s number. He can 
vouch for me.” 

Denny frowned at Robert. “If you’re sure about this 


yy 


guy. 

Robert examined Glen’s sincere gaze and smiled. 
“Yeah.” 

“Well if this little love fest is over, I’ll sign your release 
papers.” Denny pinned Glen with a stern look. “If anything 
happens to my cousin, being kicked by a bull will feel like a 
picnic compared to what Ill do to you.” 

Glen raised an eyebrow and, to Robert’s surprise, 
challenged Denny back. “If you’re so fond of him why didn’t 
you volunteer to watch over him?” 

Denny sighed. “Because I’m working all night. Why do 
you think I wanted him to stay in the hospital?” 

It was like watching two big dogs fighting over a bone. 
If the second dog was hot and not his cousin, Robert 
would’ve enjoyed the encounter a great deal more. Instead 
he raised a hand to stop the fighting. “Enough. I’m going 
home and Glen can watch me for the night.” 

“And how long have you known this man?” Denny’s lip 
turned up into a sneer. He examined Glen as if he were a 
particularly foul specimen beneath his microscope. 

“What time is it?” Robert asked. 

Glen pulled out his phone. “Two fifteen.” 


“My plane flew in around noon and I crashed soon 
after, so a couple of hours.” 

“Robert!” Denny snapped. “You can’t take someone 
home after only knowing them a few hours.” 

Robert shook his head. “It’s never been more obvious 
to me that you’ve never been to a gay club than at this very 
instant.” 

Glen’s big body shook with laughter beside him. 
“Honest, doc, I’ll take good care of him. If I don’t, the crew 
at the ranch would have my head, since he’s a neighbour.” 

“See, neighbours being friendly,” Robert taunted his 
cousin. 

Denny rolled his eyes. “It appears you only sprained 
your wrist so I’ll wrap it up and you can go be neighbourly. 
I’ve got real sick people to take care of. Take an 
acetaminophen if the pain gets too strong. If you need 
something stronger, call me and Ill get you a prescription.” 

Robert sat still as his cousin wrapped his wrist in a 
bandage. He accepted his discharge paperwork with a 
smile, which caused Denny to shake his head. 

“Thank you!” Robert called after his cousin’s 
retreating back. Denny was nothing if not stubborn. “That 
went well.” 

“Your definition of ‘well’ and mine aren’t the same.” 
Glen’s smile warmed Robert as the cowboy helped him to 
his wheelchair. “Let’s get out of here before your cousin 
changes his mind.” 

With the air of conspirators, the pair went to retrieve 
Glen’s truck. As soon as the valet fetched the vehicle, Glen 


helped Robert inside and slammed the door after him. 
Sliding onto the driver’s seat, Glen turned to Robert. 
“Where are we going?” 

Robert gave him directions and they were on their 
way. Biting his thumbnail, Robert wondered what Glen 
would think when they arrived at the house his father had 
had built for him. His parents loved Robert—they just didn’t 
understand him. Some relationships worked better farther 
apart. 

Following Robert’s instructions, Glen pulled up in front 
of Robert’s big white colonial mansion. It was way too big 
for one person but as his parents said, you can always 
adopt children. His being gay had surprisingly never been a 
problem for either his mother or father. 

Unfortunately Robert hadn’t found anyone yet. He just 
lived alone in his beautiful house and wished for a lover to 
share it with. 

“Easy now. I think you’re starting to drift off a bit. I 
don’t think you’re supposed to be sleeping yet.” 


Glen eyed the mansion with surprise and not a little 
disappointment. In the tattered jeans and beat up truck, 
Glen had thought Robert didn’t have a lot of money. This 
house said otherwise. 

“Nice house.” 

Robert shrugged, carefully. “My dad built it for me. He 
grew up poor and wanted to make sure I always had a 
place to call home.” 


Ahh. Maybe only his parents were loaded. Tension 
eased in Glen’s shoulders. “It’s nice. Where are they now?” 

“They own a condo in Florida.” Robert sighed. “It’s 
good to be home.” 

He started to get out. 

“Wait. Let me open it for you. You’re injured.” 

He thought Robert might argue, instead the man 
settled back against the bench seat. Relief shot through 
Glen at not having to battle Robert. He quickly opened the 
driver’s side door and rushed around to let Robert out. 
Wrapping an arm around Robert’s waist, he helped him out 
of the vehicle. 

“Easy, hon, you’re pretty battered up.” 

“I’m fine?” Robert blinked up at him with his beautiful 
warm brown eyes. 

“Shush, you’re injured. You’re not allowed to argue 
over what I call you. I’m your saviour, remember?” 

Robert laughed, followed by a groan. “I thought I told 
you to not make me laugh. It hurts.” 

“Sorry.” Glen helped Robert across the short driveway 
to the front door. “You got your keys?” 

“In my left front pocket.” Robert grinned and made no 
move to get them. 

“Darlin’, if you think I won’t reach down there and get 
‘em myself, you’re more scrambled than I thought.” 

“I can’t reach them. I’m all damaged. Did I mention 
I’m left-handed?” 

Glen examined Robert’s pout. “You’re used to getting 
your way, aren’t cha?” 


“Yep.” Robert mimicked Glen’s slow country drawl. 

Glen laughed. Feeling bold, he planted a kiss on 
Robert’s lips. Heat crawled across his belly as he sucked in 
a surprised breath. Kissing Robert was akin to starting a 
brush fire. His body burned for more. 

“Do that again!” Robert demanded. 

“Bossy guy.” Glen smiled before giving in and kissing 
Robert again. It wasn’t a hardship to kiss the sexy man who 
couldn’t have been sweeter if he was rolled in sugar. Soft 
lips brushed against Glen’s. Used to the hard, hurried 
embrace of closeted cowboys, Robert’s slow, drugging kiss 
took Glen by surprise. It took several minutes before he 
could pull away from Robert’s magnetic appeal. 

Robert cleared his throat, his eyes dark with need. 
“Um, we should probably go inside.” 

“Yeah, we should do that.” Glen plunged his hand 
inside Robert’s pocket, sliding his fingers against the hard 
erection he found there. 

“Oh, fuck.” Robert leaned into his touch. “A little 
harder, right there!” 

Robert’s breathy commands grabbed Glen by the gut. 
He snatched the keys and yanked them out. It took him a 
few more moments before he could find his voice. “You’re 
not in any shape for me to be rubbing you anywhere. You 
need to take it easy for a bit, hon. After that, if you’re 
interested, we can see.” 

“We will definitely see. I intend to see you completely 
naked and lying in my bed soon. I don’t care if I’m broken 
in a million pieces.” 


“Let’s get you into bed.” 

Robert sighed. “I love hearing those words from a 
handsome man.” 

Glen laughed. His heart skipped a beat at hearing 
Robert call him handsome. He didn’t have any false pride 
about his looks. He was a battered cowboy who’d seen 
much better days, but if the beautiful man thought he was 
handsome, his momma didn’t raise no fool. He wasn’t going 
to argue. 

After a bit of fidgeting with the lock, Glen got the 
damn thing open. He kept an arm around Robert to make 
sure the man didn’t stumble. One tumble a day was enough 
for anyone. 

Closing the door behind them, Glen looked around the 
house, his jaw dropping at the sight. Outside might be all 
marble columns and intimidating architecture but the 
inside screamed man cave. An enormous television covered 
one wall and big leather furniture filled the living room. 

“Wow, nice.” 

Robert shrugged. “I figure I’m the only one here, I 
might as well enjoy it.” 

Glen had visions of snuggling up with Robert and 
watching the game on his big screen television. “Maybe 
you Can invite me over sometime.” 

Robert leant back to look him in the eyes. “You’re here 
now. Why don’t we get me settled on the couch and you can 
get yourself a beer? There’s bound to be a game on 
somewhere.” 

“Are you sure?” 


Glen had envisioned tucking Robert into bed in some 
crappy apartment while Glen tried to watch something on 
television to stay awake. This far surpassed his 
expectations. “Please tell me you get all the sports 
channels.” 

“Of course.” Robert’s smile faltered and his skin 
turned a few shades paler. 

“Let’s get you settled.” Glen walked Robert over to a 
big leather couch and carefully lowered him onto the 
cushions. “Do you have a blanket?” 

“Over there.” Robert gestured behind him. 

Glen turned and spotted a bright coloured blanket 
draped across a chair. He walked over and snatched it up. 
“Lie down.” 

“Bossy,” Robert whispered just loud enough for Glen to 
hear him. 

“That’s right. I’m bossy. Now settle down. You can take 
a short nap. I’ll wake you up in an hour.” 

“’kay. The remote is over there.” Robert pointed to a 
side table. 

Glen snagged the controller and settled in a soft 
leather recliner. He let out a moan of satisfaction when it 
cradled him. “Good furniture.” 

“Mhmm, I splurged.” Robert’s voice, thick with sleep, 
made Glen adjust himself. He could imagine hearing that 
gravelly voice just as he woke up. 

Resolutely, he didn’t look directly at the injured man. 
Pushing on the power button, he sighed at the high 


definition display. It only took a few minutes before he 
found a football game to watch. 

“Glen.” 

“Hmmm?” 

“Thanks for rescuing me. You didn’t have to stay.” 

Glen could feel the burn of a blush cross his cheeks. 
“Hush. I wanted to. Besides I’m not going to leave a man by 
the side of the road.” Especially one who looked like 
Robert. 

“Thanks anyways.” 

“You’re welcome.” 

“There’s food in the fridge. Help yourself.” 

“Pl check in a bit.” Glen didn’t want to leave the 
glorious chair. “This is a perfect napping chair.” 

“Uh huh.” 

Glen rested with his feet propped up on the big 
ottoman for a bit as he scrolled through Robert’s gazillion 
channels. He generally didn’t like rich people. They 
stepped on those without much money and bought out 
ranches and shut them down to make a profit on developing 
the land. Memories of his last encounter made him shift 
unhappily in his chair. 

Luckily, his favourite quarterback made a touchdown 
and distracted him from his bitter thoughts. The slow, even 
breathing to his right told him Robert had fallen asleep. He 
quickly set the timer on his phone. The doctor had insisted 
he wake Robert every hour for the first few hours and 
check to see if his eyes were dilated. Apparently, sometimes 


there were residual effects from blows to the head even 
when there wasn’t a concussion. 

Glen wandered to the kitchen and pulled out an 
imported beer from the fridge. He didn’t recognise the 
label but there wasn’t anything else alcoholic. He shook his 
head. “Fancy man.” 

A big house, expensive beer and the man drove a POS 
truck around. 

Snuggling back into the chair, he continued watching 
the game. When it was over, he stood and stretched with a 
groan. His muscles, sore from fixing fences, took that 
moment to show him how much they didn’t appreciate the 
effort. “Ouch, fuck.” 

“You okay?” Robert asked. 

“I guess I don’t have to check to see if you’re awake 
then.” He plopped back into the chair. “Hell, I might not 
move until tomorrow when I need to get back to work.” 

Robert rolled onto one shoulder to look at Glen. “Am I 
getting you into trouble? I could call Baron or Cody and 
talk to them for you.” 

Glen shifted guiltily. “No, they said to let them know if 
it'll be more than a day. I think they’ll be fine without me 
until tomorrow. I’m not gonna leave you alone until I’m sure 
you're fine.” 

“You're a sweet man.” 

Beer spurted out of his mouth. “What the hell did you 
say?” 

“You're sweet.” 


“Honey, you’re sweet. I’m a difficult cowboy with a 
mean streak.” 

Glen slid out of the chair and towered over Robert. 
Reaching down he tilted Robert’s chin up. “I forgot to 
check your eyes.” 

“They’re brown,” Robert teased. 

“Yeah, but are they brown and pretty or brown and 
funky?” 

“You tell me.” 

Glen leant forward, still cupping Robert’s face with his 
hand. “You know you’re gorgeous. That doesn’t mean you 
don’t still have to take it easy. How’s your stomach feel?” 

Robert took a minute to assess. Glen could almost hear 
his thoughts. “I think I’m good. I’m not going to want any of 
my grandma’s spicy enchiladas any time soon. Other than 
that I feel all right.” 

“Good. Let’s get you settled in bed then.” 

“I don’t want to be alone,” Robert mumbled as if he 
were afraid to admit to a weakness. 

Sighing, Glen helped Robert to his feet. “If I stay with 
you I’m going to be above the covers. I have a feeling you 
have sneaky fingers. 

“Who, me?” 

Despite his reason for being there, Glen had never felt 
so comfortable with someone he’d just met. In cowboy 
country, being gay wasn’t generally accepted. To announce 
you preferred men was like posting a ‘please beat me’ sign 
over your head. Knowing that a gay man owned the ranch 


he worked for helped take away the worry Glen had always 
had over discovery. 

Glen leant down and wrapped an arm around Robert, 
carefully helping him off the couch. “Up you go.” 

Robert groaned as he climbed to his feet. “I’m so tired. 
I don’t even have the energy to cop a feel.” 

Glen chuckled. “You can grope me tomorrow.” 

“Promise?” 

“Move it, handsome.” 

“You didn’t promise.” The pout in his voice made Glen 
smile. 

He stopped at the end of the hall. Four doors covered 
the walls, all of them closed. 

“Which door is your bedroom, darlin’?” 

“The one at the end.” Robert pointed with his right 
hand keeping his left curled protectively to his chest. 

After a few stumbling steps, they matched strides 
enough to make it safely into Robert’s bedroom. Glen shook 
his head over the sight of Robert’s enormous bed. “You 
hosting orgies in here?” 

“Not recently.” 

Glen stumbled. “Damn, don’t say things like that,” he 
growled. The idea of Robert rolling around on the giant 
mattress with anyone made Glen want to mark the man as 
his. 

Laughing, Robert fell onto the bed. He held his 
bandaged arm up as he tumbled to keep from falling on top 
of his injury. 


“Careful.” Glen repositioned Robert’s limbs into a 
more comfortable position. 

“Are you going to help me strip too?” 

Glen examined Robert’s clothing and nodded. “I guess 
I’ll have to. You can’t get comfortable like that.” 

Even though he pretended reluctance, the idea of 
seeing Robert naked had his hands trembling as he helped 
Robert’s boots off. Unsnapping Robert’s pants, he slid down 
the zipper slowly, his fingers brushing against the hard 
column hiding beneath a pair of black bikini briefs. 

“Oh hell, touch me,” Robert moaned. 

“You’re injured. When you get better, I’ll touch you all 
you want.” Glen’s voice dipped deeper as lust gripped him 
with a tight fist. Despite his words, his fingers lingered on 
the warm flesh beneath the dark cotton. 

“Mmm. Yes.” 

Glen clenched his fingers around the tops of Robert’s 
jeans and pulled them down, purposely leaving the undies 
behind. His control would snap if he saw Robert naked. 

“I don’t sleep in underwear,” Robert whined. 

“You do tonight.” Glen wouldn’t move on that point. “If 
I strip you completely naked, you won’t get any rest.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because it will be hard for you to sleep with my cock 
up your ass.” 

Robert laughed, which caused him to groan. 

“Sit up a bit so I can get your shirt off.” 

Robert sat up long enough for Glen to slide off his shirt 
before collapsing back against the pillow. “That took way 


more effort than it should’ve,” Robert gasped. 

“It’s been a long day, babe. Get some sleep,” Glen 
coaxed. 

“Come rest with me,” Robert held out a hand towards 
Glen, an irresistible invitation. 

“You'll keep your hands to yourself?” 

“Sure, scout’s honour.” Robert did a ridiculous hand 
gesture Glen was positive no scout ever made. “Now strip, 
stud.” 

“Somehow that doesn’t reassure me.” 

“You can take much better care of me if you’re nice 
and close.” Robert batted his long lashes at Glen. No man 
should have eyes that tempting. It was utterly unfair. 

With a groan, Glen gave in to the inevitable. He sat 
down at the edge of the bed and pulled off his boots. “Stop 
that.” 

“What?” 

Glen looked over his shoulder at Robert who quickly 
retracted his foot. 

“You should humour the injured man.” 

“You have a sprained wrist. You’re not dying of an 
incurable disease.” Glen stripped off his shirt, ignoring the 
moan behind him. “I’m keeping my underwear on.” 

“Spoilsport.” He heard the pout in Robert’s voice. 
There wasn’t anything he could do about the erection 
tenting his boxers. “Oh I see something I want to spoil,” 
Robert said, licking his lips. 

“Shush.” Glen’s cheeks burned. Good thing his sun- 
darkened skin hid most of his blush. “Get some rest so I can 


poke you awake in an hour to make sure you're still fine.” 

“Babe, you can poke me anytime.” 

Glen laughed. He crawled on top of the covers and lay 
down beside Robert. Not too close to tempt but near 
enough to help Robert if he needed anything. 

Robert sighed. “You can come closer.” 

“Go to sleep. It’s late.” He didn’t even know what time 
it was, late sounded about right. If nothing else they could 
get in a good nap—both of them had had a hard day. 

“When I’m better you’ll have sex with me, right?” 

“If you still want to and your brain’s not all shaken 
up,” Glen agreed. 

“Tl still want to. You’re the hottest cowboy I’ve seen in 
a while.” 

“Have you seen Baron? He’s pretty hot, and then 
there’s Cody.” 

“Baron’s straight and Cody’s taken.” Robert met 
Glen’s gaze with a serious one of his own. “You know that 
right? Cody belongs to Tyler.” 

Glen held up his hands in self-defence. “I have no plan 
to poach Tyler’s man.” 

“Okay. Good.” Robert closed his eyes as if that solved 
the whole problem. “Goodnight.” 

“Night.” 

He wanted to talk more, to learn about the gorgeous 
man beside him, but Robert needed his rest. Glen set the 
timer on his phone for an hour and tumbled into sleep. 


* xK OK OK 


Robert blinked as Glen’s alarm started beeping again. 
The man himself stayed asleep. Robert leaned over and 
turned off the alarm, taking the opportunity to study his 
saviour. For a rough cowboy, Glen was startlingly kind. 
Robert didn’t know of anyone else who would take a 
complete stranger to the hospital, wait for him, then take 
him back home and watch over him. Not to mention Glen’s 
blue eyes were the prettiest things he’d ever seen. Being 
the focus of that brilliant gaze made him harder than steel. 

“Hey, are you all right?” Glen blinked over at him, 
concern creasing a deep furrow in his forehead. 

“Yeah, I’m feeling much better. At least my head is. I 
could use some medicine for my wrist. I have some in the 
cabinet.” He nodded towards the bathroom door. 

“TIl go get you some water.” Glen slid to his feet, 
surprisingly steady for a man who had just woken up. He 
returned a short time later with a bottle of pills and a glass 
of water. 

“Thanks.” 

Robert bit back the moan. Glen’s warm, callused hand 
splayed across his back as the cowboy helped Robert sit up. 
The contrast of heat and texture against his bare skin made 
him gasp. 

“You okay?” 

“Yeah, sorry.” He quickly took his pill and set the water 
on the side table. 

“No problem.” Glen rubbed Robert’s back. 

“Unless you plan on screwing me right now, you need 
to stop touching me.” 


Glen laughed and removed his hand. “I didn’t mean 
nothing, honey, I was only holding you up.” 

“It’s been a while.” And he’d never seen anyone so hot 
before. He didn’t say the last part out loud. 

Glen stroked Robert’s head in long soothing touches. 
“How long?” 

“A couple of months.” 

“Get better and I’ll take care of your dry spell,” Glen 
promised. 

Robert laughed even as his wrist pulsed with pain. 
“Taking one for the community?” 

“Someone has to do it,” Glen agreed. 

“Kiss me.” 

He saw the reluctance in Glen’s eyes. “What? Don’t 
you want to kiss me anymore?” 

“T didn’t know if you were up for that.” 

“It’s just one kiss. I want to make sure we're 
compatible.” As if the electricity all but arcing between 
them wasn’t enough of a test. 

“I don’t think that’ll be a problem,” Glen said, proving 
the attraction wasn’t all one-sided. 

“Kiss me!” Robert demanded. 

“Bossy man,” Glen said the words fondly as he cupped 
the back of Robert’s head in a gentle hold and softly 
pressed their lips together. Robert rolled over until he 
settled his weight on his elbows and the rest of his body 
across Glen. There was no mistaking the hard pole rubbing 
against him. 

“You need sleep.” 


“I need you,” Robert argued. “I slept all night.” 

“You barely closed your eyes and you don’t get over 
something like that in a few hours,” Glen argued. 

“It was a headache and a broken wrist. I’ve been 
banged up worse,” Robert declared. 

“Yeah?” 

“Definitely.” 

“When?” 

Robert looked into those sky blue eyes and couldn’t 
think. “Um... Okay, I lied. I’ve never injured myself before, 
however, I have had an erection before and I know for a 
fact there’s only one cure.” 

Glen’s big body shook beneath him. “And what’s that?” 

Robert tried to keep a straight face as he said, 
“Orgasm. It’s the only way to solve my problem.” He 
rubbed against Glen, pleased when the cowboy moaned. 
“I’m sure my head will only get worse if I don’t relieve the 
pressure in my cock.” 

“Let’s get you to the bathroom and Pll rustle up 
something for breakfast.” 

“Are you going to lasso me some eggs?” Robert teased. 

“Are you giving me a hard time, pretty boy?” 

Robert choked on his laughter. “Pretty boy?” As one of 
the richest men in the town, people tended to defer to 
Robert. They certainly didn’t call him ‘pretty boy’. Glen’s 
irreverence made him smile. Maybe for once he could have 
a man who didn’t feel intimidated by his wealth. 

Glen gave him a hard kiss on the mouth. “Well, you are 
more handsome than pretty, but you have the prettiest 


mouth I’ve ever seen.” 

The kiss had Robert forgiving the pretty boy remark. 
Hell, Glen could call him whatever he wanted if he 
continued to kiss like that. 

“TIl go to the bathroom, but I expect to find a sexy 
cowboy waiting for me when I return.” 


Chapter Four 


Glen settled against the pillows. Despite Robert’s 
injury he seemed fine this morning. At least his pallor had 
faded and his eyes had a sparkle that had been decidedly 
missing last night. He didn’t want Robert to overdo 
anything but he liked the fact that the man bounced back 
fast. 

Only a few minutes later Robert sauntered back into 
the room. The man moved much easier in his skin than 
yesterday, when he stumbled in a painful haze. Still, Glen 
watched Robert with an eagle eye to make sure he didn’t 
need help. 

“Stop looking at me as if I’m going to collapse on the 
floor,” Robert said with a laugh. 

“You might,” Glen defended his examination. “But I’d 
rather you collapse while you’re in bed with me.” 

Robert climbed awkwardly on the bed. Glen gave him 
points for managing to look adorable while doing it. 
Reaching over, he pulled Robert the rest of the way onto 
the mattress until the man splayed across him. 

“Nice.” Robert smiled. “I like a man with muscles.” 

“Yeah?” Glen had never thought much about his body 
except when it hurt or wasn’t strong enough to lift 
something. He didn’t use a gym since ranch work kept him 
trim and in shape. 


“Oh, yeah.” Robert slid a hand under Glen’s boxers. 
“I’m going to need some help getting these off, though.” He 
held up his bandaged hand. 

“T’ll help you with anything you want, but I think you’d 
better be the one lying down.” Glen gently rolled Robert so 
he lay beneath him. Scooting down, Glen slid off Robert’s 
underwear before removing his own. His cock leapt to 
attention as he glanced down at Robert. He’d never had a 
lover in a proper bed and certainly never in another man’s 
house. Glen had never trusted any of his quick fucks in a 
bar enough to follow them home, or even to a hotel. Years 
of caution had kept him firmly in the back of a dark, dark 
closet. Until now he’d thought he’d have to stay there. For 
the first time, he realised Hill not selling him the ranch 
could’ve been the best thing that ever happened to him. 

“Stop admiring and start fucking.” Robert scowled. 
“There are lube and condoms in the nightstand.” 

Glen slid his hands up and down Robert’s thighs, 
relishing the contact. Warm, silken skin brushed across his 
palms and the dark hairs on Robert’s calves invited petting. 

“I’ve always been kind of hairy,” Robert confessed. 
“That’s why I wax my chest and back.” 

“I’ve heard of men doing that but I have to say I’ve 
never understood it before. And why don’t you do your 
legs?” 

Not that he cared one way or another. Robert could 
shave or pluck or wax whatever the man wanted to. Glen 
would still want to fuck him. 


Robert shrugged. “I like the feel of leg hair against 
another guy’s.” 

Glen laughed. “I guess everyone has their kinks.” 

“Yeah—want to be one of mine?” 

Bam! Just like that Glen focused on Robert’s body and 
everything he wanted to do with it. “Absolutely.” 

Robert’s smile clenched Glen’s heart. It was too soon 
to call it love—however attraction didn’t cover the depth of 
his feelings. 

To distract himself from his thoughts, Glen paid 
attention to the bounty laid out before him. Robert’s pert 
nipples called to him, a whispery word of desire. Leaning 
down, Glen nipped at the distended tip on the right. 

“Oh, hell,” Robert groaned. “Do that again.” 

Glen obeyed. He smiled against Robert’s warm flesh 
before lapping and nipping at the nubbin. Robert bucked 
and moaned beneath him. Satisfaction coursed through 
Glen as he watched Robert come apart in his hands. He 
continued the random touches, licks and kisses. 

“Please, fuck me.” 

“T will. Soon.” 

Robert slid his fingers in Glen’s hair and yanked him 
down. “Now!” 

The kiss shouldn’t have been as hot as it was without 
setting Glen on fire. He stroked Robert’s sleek form. Robert 
didn’t have the muscle mass of a cowboy and didn’t have a 
lot of meat on him, either. Glen thought he’d never seen 
anyone so perfect. 

“Condom,” Robert growled. 


“In a bit.” Glen turned his attention to the weeping 
cock that beckoned his mouth like a siren song. 

Wrapping a fist around the shaft, Glen lapped at the 
soft spongy head, pointing his tongue and jabbing at the tip 
to get more of the sweet fluid. 

“Glen, please. Get a condom.” 

Glen lifted his mouth off Robert. “You have a date I 
don’t know about?” 

“What?” 

“Are you in a hurry?” Glen had never had the 
opportunity to take his time before. He wasn’t going to 
squander the chance now, especially not with Robert. If the 
man never invited Glen back into his bed, he was going to 
take a good memory with him when he left. 

“Yes. Hurry now, slow later.” 

Glen froze. “You swear?” Now here was a deal he 
could get behind. 

“Swear what?” 

“That there will be a second time.” 

Robert nodded. “Yes! Hell, there will be a third and 
fourth time if you just fuck me now.” Need carved harsh 
lines on Robert’s face as Glen took the opportunity to suck 
Robert’s cock until Robert dug his heels into the mattress 
and bucked into his mouth. 

Glen gave Robert’s cock a last slurp before he let it 
slide out of his mouth and reached into the side table. 

Grabbing a strip of condoms and some lube, he locked 
eyes with Robert as he tore a condom off the strip and 


tossed the others back onto the table. “How are you 
feeling?” 

“My wrist hurts—not my dick.” Robert gave him an 
exasperated look. 

Glen laughed as tension fell away from him like leaves 
on a tree. AS much as he wanted Robert, he would’ve put 
an end to the sex if Robert showed the least bit of pain. He 
grabbed a pillow and slid it under Robert’s ass. “You can’t 
go on your hands and knees with your sprained wrist,” he 
explained. 

Robert smiled. “You’re a cowboy and a gentleman.” 

Glen shook his head in amusement. Popping open the 
top of the lube, Glen liberally applied the slick moisture to 
three fingers on his right hand. 

Sliding his index finger around Robert’s tight pucker, 
he dipped gently into Robert’s hole, testing the tightness. 

“It’s been a while,” Robert warned. 

“Easy, babe, I’ll be gentle.” 

“I don’t want gentle. I want you to fuck me hard,” 
Robert insisted. 

“You are still a bit battered. I don’t want to aggravate 
your injuries.” 

He slid in a second finger twisting and spreading his 
fingers until Robert was ready for a third. 

“Now. Screw me, now!” Robert demanded. 

Glen shook his head. “So impatient.” He would’ve 
appeared more nonchalant if his body hadn’t been shaking 
with need. 


He added an overabundance of lube over his cock, 
slicking it up well. Robert wouldn’t be hurt by anything if 
Glen could prevent it, even him. 

Cupping Robert’s ass, Glen gently lifted Robert’s hips, 
lined up his cock and pushed inside. Robert gasped. 

Glen froze. “Am I hurting you?” 

“Only if you stop. In. In. In!” Robert demanded. 

A hard kiss topped Robert’s chant. Glen absorbed his 
lover’s words, the vibration humming along his lips. 
Robert’s body accepted Glen as if he’d been born to take 
Glen’s cock. Heat surrounded him and for the first time he 
resented the thin barrier between him and his partner. 

One day he would find someone to bareback with. 
Today he’d take what he could get from the willing man 
beneath him and keep him for as long as Robert allowed. 

Closing his eyes, Glen focused on the feel, scent and 
sounds of his lover, blocking out anything not related to 
Robert. Gasps, moans and the clenching heat swallowing 
his shaft became the pinpoint of Glen’s world. 

Robert’s wrapped his long legs around Glen’s hips. 
Glen snapped his eyes open. 

“Stay with me, gorgeous,” Robert said, his brown eyes 
sparkling. “Don’t shut me out.” 

Glen leant forward, keeping his weight on his hands. “I 
can’t shut you out. You’re part of me.” 

If the kiss before was hot, the next one should’ve set 
the world on fire. Robert’s cock became caught between 
them. Glen shifted his weight to his left hand so he could 
reach with Robert with his right. Robert’s eyes rolled up 


into his head when Glen began pumping Robert’s shaft with 
each slam of Glen’s hips. 

“Oh, fuck!” Robert shouted as cum burst from his cock 
in short jets. Robert’s orgasm had him tightening around 
Glen like a fist, yanking him over the edge. 

Glen collapsed, careful not to put his weight on 
Robert’s body. It took him a minute to pull completely out 
and dispose of the condom in a trash bin by the end table. 

“That was the best sex of my life,” Robert gasped. 

A burst of pride rushed through Glen he kissed 
Robert’s bare shoulder. “Me too.” 

“When I’m completely healed I’m going to ride you like 
a bronco,” Robert vowed. 

Glen grinned. “I think you’re taking that ‘save a horse, 
ride a cowboy’ saying a little too seriously.” 

“You can never take that kind of thing too seriously.” 
Robert kissed Glen’s cheek. The sweet gesture took him by 
surprise. He’d never had a man kiss him out of pure 
affection. He’d been kissed leading up to sex, rarely after. 

For the first time, Glen enjoyed the afterglow with the 
man who caused it. Snuggling in close to Robert, he kissed 
his shoulder again. 

“Glen?” 

“Hmm?” 

“Could you get me a washcloth? I don’t want cum to 
dry on my skin.” 

So much for afterglow. 

“Sure.” Glen stood up and walked over to the 
bathroom. He wetted a washcloth and returned to the 


bedroom. Catching sight of Robert lying in bed with cum 
decorating his skin, Glen’s heart skipped a beat. Kneeling 
beside Robert, Glen tenderly wiped him clean. 

“Thanks.” Robert’s smile increased the warmth in 
Glen’s chest. Glen returned the washcloth to the bathroom. 
He didn’t want to just throw it down and damage Robert’s 
wood floors—they’d probably cost thousands to replace. 

Climbing back onto the bed, Glen wrapped himself 
around Robert like an octopus. The man wouldn’t be able to 
go anywhere without Glen knowing Robert had left the bed. 

Happy, Glen closed his eyes and settled down for a 
nap. 


Robert lay with his eyes open. He didn’t want to miss a 
moment of Glen in his bed. The sexy cowboy exceeded all of 
Robert’s hopes. Hot sex he’d expected, Glen’s tenderness 
surprised him. Even in the heat of passion, Glen hadn’t 
forgotten about Robert’s injury. 

Battered and bruised, Robert smiled at the hard- 
muscled man cuddling him like a teddy bear. 

In a bit he’d wake Glen up and take him to breakfast. 
Normally he’d cook it himself. Unfortunately, with his 
dominant hand bandaged, the odds of him making a decent 
meal were slim. 

After about half an hour Glen began to stir. Robert 
smiled at his blinky expression. “Had a nice nap?” 

Glen blushed a brilliant shade that had Robert 
pressing his fingers against the cowboy’s skin to feel the 


heat. “What do you say about going to town to get some 
breakfast?” 

“What time is it?” 

Robert glances at the clock. “Just after eight.” 

“How are you feeling?” 

Glen’s concern reassured Robert that the man wasn’t 
there just to get his rocks off. 

“I’m good. My wrist aches and I feel a bit battered but 
I think I’m going to be okay.” 

“You'll be fine,” Glen reassured him. “I can make you 
breakfast if you’d like.” 

Robert shook his head. “No, you’ve done enough. Let’s 
go to the restaurant and have something to eat. I hear they 
have a great new quiche recipe.” He knew it for a fact since 
he’d sampled it a few days ago. Now the flavour called to 
him with a craving for the eggy dish. If he really wanted, he 
could have a member of the staff bring him some but he 
didn’t want Glen to think he was some rich asshole who 
thought people should do his bidding. He had a feeling the 
cowboy wouldn’t respect someone like that. 

“If you’re sure.” Glen’s expression showed his 
hesitation over Robert’s health. 

“T think if I’m well enough for sex, I should be fine 
getting up. Let’s go take a shower.” Robert rolled out of 
bed. Glen steadied him when Robert’s first step didn’t have 
the confidence he’d hoped for. 

“Easy, hon. You won’t get your food if you fall over and 
break somethin’ else.” 


“Funny.” Robert shook his head over Glen’s smirking 
face. 

The shower they took ended in passionate kisses 
against the wall, but sadly didn’t go any further than that. 
Glen treated Robert as if he were something precious, 
carefully cleaning, and touching him but not really 
initiating anything besides kisses. 

When Glen helped Robert into the truck he decided he 
had to say something. 

“I’m not going to break.” 

Glen started his truck before turning to look Robert in 
the eye. “What?” 

“It’s all right if you want to be a little rough. I’m not 
going to break.” 

Glen arched his right eyebrow. “You’re hurt.” 

Robert sighed. “Yeah, well I know that, but what I’m 
saying—” 

“I know what you’re saying.” Glen’s voice took on a 
sharp edge. “And if you want someone to throw you around 
and fuck you without lube you’ve got the wrong guy and we 
should probably end this now.” 

Robert’s heart pounded against his chest as fear 
increased its beat. How had they gone from happy 
afterglow to breaking up? “I’m not saying I want to be 
abused. I’m just not fragile china.” 

Glen rolled his eyes. “Hon, I was tryin’ to be 
respectful, not treat you like a girl. I know you're all man 
but you’re injured.” Glen ended his statement as if that 
should say it all. 


Robert opened his mouth to argue then snapped it 
shut. He’d be an idiot to stir that kettle of fish. Glen was a 
thoughtful lover who’d given him the best orgasm of his 
life. To nit-pick details of his lovemaking would be the 
action of a fool. “Never mind. I’m still a bit jumbled from 
yesterday.” 

Glen looked for a moment as if he weren’t going to let 
the matter go. In the end he shrugged and started the truck 
back towards town. 

When they reached the small centre of town, Robert 
started giving directions until they ended up in the front of 
his restaurant. 

“Nice place,” Glen said, eyeing the front of the 
restaurant. 

Robert tried to look at it objectively. The Parisian 
awning, the gold lettering on the window and the overall 
sense of an upscale café appealed to Robert. The place 
attracted people from miles around and now, with Tyler’s 
menu, customers from larger cities were clamouring at all 
hours to get a table. “I like it.” 

Glen glanced at the line out the door. “It looks like 
there might be trouble getting a table.” 

Robert laughed. “Not a problem.” 

He didn’t object when Glen opened his door and 
wrapped an arm around Robert’s waist as he led him to the 
restaurant. There wasn’t a person in town who didn’t know 
Robert was gay. The fact Glen felt comfortable doing it was 
an eye-opener. 

“Were there a lot of gay people in your last town?” 


Glen let out a soft snort. “Not that they’d admit.” 
Robert dropped the subject. No reason to make Glen 
feel uncomfortable. 


Glen let Robert take the lead when they got inside. He 
figured if Robert worked here, maybe with some coaxing, 
the hostess would let them inside. He couldn’t have been 
more wrong. 

The hostess beamed as Robert entered the building. 

“Mr Hawthorne! I’m so happy to see you’re fine. I 
heard about the accident.” The pretty girl’s face wrinkled 
in concern when she saw Robert’s bandage. “Are you all 
right?” 

Robert nodded. “I have a sprained wrist. It should heal 
just fine. I’d like to treat my rescuer here to a meal.” He 
waved a hand to indicate Glen. “Denise, this is Glen. Glen, 
this is Denise, one of the finest hostesses at my restaurant.” 

Denise blushed beneath the praise as she snatched up 
two menus. It took Glen a moment to realise what Robert 
had said. “Your restaurant?” 

Robert shrugged. “Tyler runs the kitchen but the 
business portion is mine.” 

“Right this way, gentlemen,” Denise said, turning on 
her heels and walking to a pretty table by the window. 

The big house. The restaurant. Just as Glen had 
suspected—Robert was out of his league. 

He didn’t get a chance to object as Robert hooked his 
uninjured hand through Glen’s arm. The look in Robert’s 
eyes told Glen he expected rejection. He couldn’t do it. He 


liked the man too damn much to let a thing like money 
come between them. 

The slight nod he gave Robert appeared to relax him. 
Robert shouldn’t let his guard down too much, though. Glen 
still had a lot of questions for him. 

An awkward silence filled the air as they perused the 
menu. 

Glen set his down. 

“Do you really need to look at the menu?” 

Robert sighed and put his menu on the table. “No. I’m 
sorry I didn’t tell you I owned the restaurant. For once 
someone was looking at me like a real person instead of an 
extension of what I could buy them. I like you. I didn’t want 
to ruin it.” 

Glen took a minute to look at it from Robert’s point of 
view. The man had a point. He was rich and successful, and 
there must be just as many gay men who'd love to have a 
sugar daddy as there were women. “Had some bad 
experiences?” 

A groan answered his question. “You don’t even want 
to know the crap that’s happened. It would ruin your 
stomach for breakfast and I happen to know that Tyler’s 
quiche recipe is to die for.” 

“I’m not really into dying. I think I’m going to go for 
the steak and eggs.” 

Robert laughed. “That is such a cowboy meal. We only 
put it on the menu because Cody comes down here to eat 
while he waits for Tyler sometimes and the man likes his 
meat. I was tired of him whining about not getting a good 


steak. Now everyone wants one.” Robert waved his hand to 
indicate the other diners. 

Glancing around the café, Glen could see Robert made 
a good point. At least half of them had a partially consumed 
steak on their plates. “Must be a damn good steak.” 

“I only buy local meat,” Robert shrugged. “It’s good 
for the economy and the customers like knowing they 
support the ranchers.” 

“Huh.” Glen appreciated the fact that Robert was not 
only a handsome man but also a savvy business owner. 

“Can I get you gentlemen anything to drink?” A hard 
voice had Glen looking up. The angry expression in the 
waiter’s eyes made Glen pause. 

“Hey Joe, can I get some coffee.” Robert’s smile had 
the waiter unbending for a moment but Glen noticed 
Robert didn’t introduce Glen to the waiter as he had to the 
hostess. 

“T’ll take some coffee, too,” Glen agreed. 

“Two coffees. Be right back.” With a final glare at 
Glen, Joe walked away. 

“What was that about?” Glen thought he knew but 
wondered if Robert had any idea his waiter had designs on 
him. 

Robert ran his good hand through his hair. “Joe has a 
bit of a crush on me. I have a policy not to date my staff and 
he hasn’t quite taken to understanding that yet.” 

“Hmm.” Glen watched Joe stomp off. “I think the man 
still wants you, policy or not.” 


Robert shrugged. “Doesn’t matter. He’s not my type 
anyway.” 

Amusement shot through Glen. “No? What is your 
type, Mr Restaurant Owner?” 

Glen jumped a bit when a shoeless foot slid up his leg. 
“I prefer hot cowboys with a nurturing streak.” 

“I don’t have a nurturing streak,” Glen protested. “I’m 
just not given to leaving pretty stranded men by the side of 
the road.” 

“So if I were ugly you would’ve left me there?” Robert 
grinned, his brown eyes sparkling with amusement. Glen 
could sit for hours and warm himself by the heat in those 
eyes. Damn, he had it bad. 

“Yep, sorry. You have to pass a beauty test before you 
get any help. I prefer dark-haired men with dark eyes. 
Luckily you have those in spades or I’d have let the tow 
truck driver take you home.” 

Robert looked up at Glen through his dark lashes. “I 
guess I should show you my appreciation for not leaving me 
there.” 

“You showed it well enough last night,” Glen retorted. 

A coffee cup clanked down in front of him. Not sloshy 
enough to be called on it but loud enough that Glen got the 
message. Robert’s cup slid onto the table without a sound. 
“Have you two decided what you want to eat?” Joe’s voice, 
smooth with professional curiosity, interrupted them. 

“I want a slice of that quiche Tyler made before,” 
Robert said. 


“And you, sir?” Joe stood there with a pen poised over 
a pad of paper. 

“Steak and eggs. Eggs over medium and my steak 
medium rare.” 

“Yes sir.” Joe’s voice remained polite, while his eyes 
said ‘fuck you’. 

Robert sighed. “I’m going to have to figure out what to 
do with him.” 

“Fire him.” Glen answered promptly. “You can’t have a 
guy fixated on you.” 

“T’ve thought of that but there aren’t a lot of jobs that 
don’t include ranching in the area, and his father is a good 
friend of my father.” 

“He’s not a puppy to take home when he’s lost. He’s a 
grown man who needs to take responsibility for his actions. 
Possessive today could lead to poor choices tomorrow. You 
need to nip this in the bud before it gets worse.” 

“I know. You’re right. You are.” 

Glen saw the resolve in Robert’s eyes and some of the 
tension left his body. Robert would deal with the situation 
soon. “Let me know if you need me to talk to him.” 

Robert smiled, the upset leaving his eyes. “Are you a 
counsellor now too?” Robert stirred some cream into his 
coffee then offered it to Glen, who shook his head. 

“No, I’m a neutral party.” 

“Somehow I don’t think you’re that neutral.” 

Taking a sip of his coffee, Glen considered his choice of 
words. “Okay, maybe not neutral, but let me know if you 
need some backup.” 


Robert laughed. “I’m not going into a gun fight. I’m 
having a conversation with someone who might have a 
crush.” 

“Take someone with you. I’d suggest that Denise girl. 
She looks like she has a good head on her shoulders.” Glen 
was a good judge of character. Spending a life hiding his 
sexuality had made it necessary to know if he could trust 
someone with his secret or not. Only a handful of people 
qualified, his cousin Jeffrey being one of them. 

“I see you’re feeling better today.” 

Glen looked up to see Tyler and Cody standing above 
them. He quickly stood up. “I just wanted to make sure 
Robert was fine for the day and then I was going to head 
out to the ranch. The doctor said he might have problems 
he didn’t feel at first.” The words tumbled out of his mouth 
like a runaway train, fast and out of control. 

“Easy...” Cody raised a hand to stop his torrent of 
words. “I wasn’t complaining, though I do expect you back 
on the job tomorrow.” 

Glen nodded. “Not a problem.” 

Tyler’s gaze remained on Robert. “You okay there, 
stud? I heard you’ve banged up your wrist.” 

He didn’t like the look Robert gave Tyler—part 
longing, part adoration. 

“I’m fine, thanks. But I’m pretty sure my truck is 
totalled.” 

Tyler patted Robert gently on the back. “Poor thing. 
Let me know and I’ll go with you to get a new one. I love 
car shopping when I get to spend someone else’s money.” 


Tyler turned his attention to Glen. “You take care of my 
buddy here.” 

“Yes, sir.” It hadn’t been quite a demand though he 
took it as such. He had a feeling an order from Tyler should 
be obeyed as much as one from Cody or Baron, mostly 
because the man didn’t issue them often. 

“We’ll leave you to eat then,” Cody said. He wrapped a 
possessive arm around his lover and herded him out of the 
door. 

“Do you think if he lets him go Tyler will make a run 
for it?” Robert asked. 

Glen looked after them thoughtfully. “I doubt he’d get 
far. Cody’s good with a rope.” 

Robert choked on his water. “Naughty man.” 

Their food arrived and the conversation faded beneath 
the clink of utensils. Glen moaned over the flavour of his 
steak. 

“How is it?” 

“Perfect.” Glen closed his eyes to concentrate on the 
taste. 

“Are you having sex with your breakfast?” 

Glen opened his eyes to find Robert had propped his 
chin on his hand to watch him. 

“This is a damn fine steak. You can bring me here 
anytime.” 

“TIl keep that in mind.” 

Glen watched Robert begin to eat his own food before 
he continued. He’d never felt so comfortable with another 


person before. He not only wanted to have sex with Robert, 
he also liked the man. 

They passed the meal talking about their lives and 
backgrounds. Robert shared stories about growing up with 
his rancher parents and how they’d accepted him coming 
out. Glen talked about working as a ranch hand and how 
he’d missed it when his parents had moved to the city. 

Robert laughed. “We should’ve traded parents.” 

Glen cut another piece of steak off. “Ah, but then you 
wouldn’t be here providing me with this amazing steak.” 

Robert leant forward. “It’s all an evil plot. I’m building 
up your strength so I can take advantage of you.” 

“That’s an excellent plan.” Glen took another bite of 
steak. 


Chapter Five 


Glen climbed out of his truck. His muscles screamed 
with each movement. That damn bull had almost had him. 
After several weeks of coming over to Robert’s house on 
the weekends, Glen considered Robert’s place his second 
home. Leaning against the side of the house, Glen rang the 
doorbell and waited. 

Robert opened the door and greeted him. “Hey, hon.” 
His dark brown eyes examined Glen carefully, a frown 
marring his handsome face. “What happened to you?” 

“This morning a horse trampled on my foot, then this 
afternoon one of those damn bulls slammed me against the 
corral. It’s been a long fucking day and all I could think 
about was coming back to you.” He winced at his own 
stupidity. It had never occurred to him that Robert might 
not be home. 

The brilliant light in Robert’s eyes made the blurted 
confession worthwhile. “I’m glad you did. I just had a pizza 
delivered. Want some?” 

“Yeah, I’d love a slice.” The thought of hot pizza and an 
even hotter man pulled Glen out of his bad day funk. “You 
ordered a pizza just for you?” 

Robert shrugged. “I’d be lying if I didn’t say I was 
hoping my favourite cowboy would stop by.” 

Glen plastered a hard kiss on Robert’s mouth as he 
grabbed Robert’s hips and pulled him tight against him. 


The door slammed shut behind them. Lapping at Robert’s 
lips, he savoured the combination of spicy tomato and 
melted cheese. Neither taste was better than Robert’s 
natural flavour. 

Unable to resist the allure of a naked Robert, Glen 
stepped back to pull off Robert’s T-shirt. He let out a soft 
hum in satisfaction at the sight of Robert’s naked skin. He’d 
become extremely fond of Robert’s hairless chest and 
smooth back. Sliding his hands across all that silky skin 
never failed to make him hard. 

Robert grabbed Glen’s shirt and returned the favour. 
“Oh yes, much better.” 

Robert’s words imitated Glen’s thoughts. “Much 
better,” he agreed, unsnapping Robert’s pants and pulling 
down the zipper. “Oooh, look what I found.” 

“It’s all for you,” Robert promised. 

“It better be.” The thought of anyone else touching his 
man made Glen grit his teeth. An unpleasant image went 
through his mind. “You are just for me, aren’t you?” 

Robert froze. “Yes. What about you? I know it’s only 
been a little while, but are you only for me too?” 

Glen stopped Robert’s fidgeting by wrapping his arms 
around Robert and holding him tight. “Easy, hon. I’m not 
seeing anyone else as long as you'll have me.” Glen had no 
interest in finding a piece of ass while he had Robert. 

Standing in the hall, he stroked Robert’s cock and 
contemplated the chances of pinning the man to the wall to 
fuck his brains out without pulling out his back. 

“You feel so good,” Robert moaned. 


“So do you. I was lookin’ forward to seeing you all day. 
It makes the day worthwhile.” Glen didn’t even know what 
nonsense he spouted. All he knew was that the man 
exposing more and more skin was becoming more 
important to him than anyone he’d ever known before. 
Could there be a future for them? He’d worked enough to 
know that Baron and Cody’s ranch would be a good place 
to make a home but he still wanted someone to share his 
life with. 

“I’ve missed you.” Robert’s kiss knocked every thought 
out of Glen’s head. 

Pants and sighs filled the air as Glen dropped to his 
knees to yank at Robert’s belt. He might be battered and 
the twinges in his back were transforming to licks of fire, 
but he ignored them in order to get to the real prize. 

“No underwear?” 

Robert’s hot smile was like a punch in the gut. “I told 
you I was thinking of you this morning.” 

“Mmm. Me too, but I still took the time to cover my 
balls. Trust me when I say you don’t want to rub yourself 
raw riding a horse.” 

“T’ll take your word on that. Do you mind taking this to 
the bedroom? Not that I don’t think you look sexy kneeling 
at my feet but if you’re going to suck me, I’d rather be on 
my bed instead of collapsing in a pile on the floor.” Robert 
gave him a rueful smile. 

Pride slid through Glen, as a flash of heat hardened his 
cock and sent a smile to his lips. He loved knowing he had 


that kind of effect on Robert—the sexy man who could have 
anyone he wanted preferred a battered cowboy. 

Standing, Glen tossed Robert over his shoulder and 
headed to the bedroom. 

“Hey!” Robert bumped across Glen’s shoulder as he 
laughed. “I could’ve walked.” 

“But then I couldn’t do my manly routine.” Glen’s back 
muscles cramped as he tromped through the living room 
and into Robert’s bedroom. The cool darkness soothed him 
almost as much as the presence of the man draped across 
his back. With a heave he tossed Robert onto the bed. He 
smiled at Robert’s laughter. The man brought so much joy 
into Glen’s life. Fora moment, a lump lodged in his throat. 

Robert quickly slid his pants off and beckoned his 
index finger at Glen. “Come join me.” 

Glen kicked off his boots, then tore off the rest of his 
clothing. Robert’s eyes darkened with desire and his cock 
rose up to greet Glen, who rewarded the organ by licking 
off the bead of liquid decorating the tip. 

“Yum. Who needs dinner when I can feast on you?” 

Robert laughed again. “It can wait—that’s what 
microwaves are for.” 

Glen showed his agreement by swallowing down 
Robert’s cock. The shaft disappeared into his mouth as he 
made a warm tight cocoon with his lips and bobbed up and 
down. Robert clenched his fists and moaned at the action. 

“So good, baby, suck me!” Robert shouted as his hips 
bucked to get deeper into Glen’s heat. 


Glen backed off so he wouldn’t choke. Gripping 
Robert’s hips, he pinned the other man to the mattress. 

“Oh, that’s it. Yes!” Liquid gushed down Glen’s throat 
as Robert emptied his balls. Slowly he suckled until 
Robert’s erection wilted. 

He met Robert’s eyes as he released his flaccid cock. 

“Wow!” Robert licked his lips as Glen scooted up on 
the bed to kiss him. Glen moaned at the combination of 
seed and saliva sliding across his tongue. 

“You always taste amazing,” he whispered against 
Robert’s lips. 

“Fuck me!” The hard grip Robert had on Glen’s hair 
told him the man wasn’t kidding. 

“Let me get the stuff.” 

Robert gave him a soft kiss before releasing his hold. 

Yanking open the nightstand drawer he grabbed a 
condom and lube. With shaking hands he ripped open the 
rubber and slid it over his cock. The lube glistened as he 
spread it with a liberal hand. 

“Enough, you’re ready!” Robert groaned. 

“In a minute.” Glen added more lube just to be 
difficult. 

“Now!” 

“Impatient much?” Glen asked. 

“Yes!” Robert tugged at Glen’s arm to pull him closer. 
Glen didn’t bother to tell him that it wouldn’t work. He 
wasn’t going to go anywhere until he was ready...and if it 
drove his lover crazy, all the better. 


Lining up, he pushed inside. He didn’t bother to loosen 
Robert up. He’d prepared Robert with his fingers during 
the blowjob. 

“Oh, fuck. Yes, baby, fuck me.” 

Glen chuckled. It was hard to stay in a bad mood when 
his lover looked up at him with such joy. Not holding back, 
he slammed into Robert, adjusting a few times until 
Robert’s moans reached a fevered pitch. Grinning, he 
continued to peg the spot that had Robert’s eyes rolling 
back into his head. Glen couldn’t wait until Robert was 
completely healed and he could fuck him doggy style. He 
would be able to get a better angle when he fucked Robert 
from behind. 

“I’m gonna to make sure you feel me for days,” Glen 
growled in Robert’s ear. 

“No worries. I’m going to feel you into next week,” 
Robert said with a moan. 

Already excited over the blowjob, it took little to send 
him over the edge. After a few dozen strokes, Glen’s 
orgasm struck him like a bolt of lightning. He emptied his 
cum into the rubber, groaning at the release. 

With a satisfied sigh, Glen pulled off the condom, tied 
it and set it in the trash by the bed. 

Robert shifted so Glen’s head landed on his shoulder. 
The man loved to snuggle. Sighing, Glen allowed the 
intimacy. If his lover wanted to stay close he wasn’t going 
to object, even if his entire body hurt. Without the 
distraction of Robert’s body wrapped around him, Glen’s 
pain came back with a vengeance. 


“Mind if I get some of your aspirin?” 

Robert lifted his head off his pillow. “No problem, want 
me to go get it?” 

Glen patted Robert’s stomach. “No. I will. Is the bottle 
still in bathroom?” 

“Yeah, medicine cabinet. I think it’s on the second 
Shelf.” 

“Tl find it.” Glen moved away from Robert, 
immediately missing the warm body beside him. 

Sliding out of bed, he stumbled towards the bathroom. 
In the medicine cabinet he found the aspirin right where 
Robert said it would be. He popped off the top and shook 
two pills into his hand before closing the container back up 
and putting it away. The cabinet closed with a soft snick. 

Gripping the pills in his hand, Glen left the bathroom 
and headed for the bedroom door. 

“Where are you going?” Robert asked from the nest of 
his bed. 

“I’m gonna get some water.” His stomach growled. “TIl 
heat up the pizza and bring you some.” Normally he wasn’t 
the type to wait on a lover but something in Robert made 
Glen want to take care of the other man. Not that Robert 
needed taking care of. The man was extremely self- 
sufficient, however that didn’t stop Glen’s need to do things 
for him. 

His muscles screamed as he made his way to the 
cabinet and removed a glass. He used the filtered water 
from the refrigerator door because he liked his water 


chilled. The pills went down fast and Glen swallowed the 
rest of the glass. 

Digging a plate out of the cupboard, he headed for the 
pizza on the table. When he opened the box a soft noise had 
him looking on the other side. 

“Crap.” He’d knocked over some of Robert’s papers. 

He closed the box and set his plate on top, careful not 
to dislodge any more papers. Robert must’ve been working 
when his food arrived. 

Glen cursed when he had to lean over and pick up a 
paper off the floor. A familiar address caught his eyes. 

No! 

Not his Robert! 

The papers didn’t lie. They outlined a deal between 
Robert and the company that bought Hill’s ranch. Glen’s 
lover had been one of the reasons Glen had lost Hill’s 
ranch. Robert had helped take away his dream. 

Glen set the papers on the table and pushed the heel 
of his hand to his heart. He could almost feel it wanting to 
tear out of his chest. His mind whirling he went back into 
Robert’s bedroom, ignoring Robert’s questions as he put 
his clothes back on. He stomped into his boots, still tuning 
out the tempting man on the bed. 

“Glen, where are you going?” 

For the first time Glen looked at Robert. “Home. The 
only one I have any more.” Without another word Glen 
turned and left the room. He needed to get back to the 
ranch and away from the man he’d been stupid enough to 
start to think of as his. 


Robert watched Glen leave the room. Shock kept him 
quiet while inside he screamed at Glen not to go. What had 
happened between great sex and pizza? Shaken at the cold 
expression in Glen’s eyes, Robert didn’t know what to do. 
The sound of his front door slamming yanked him out of his 
daze. 

Pulling on his jeans, Robert left his room and headed 
for the kitchen, seeking some way of figuring out what 
went wrong. The pile of paperwork caught his eye. Did it 
have something to do with his development deal? Grabbing 
the papers, Robert made a few calls. 

An hour later he sat down on his living room couch as 
an arctic freeze gripped his soul. He hadn’t known. The 
investor who’d proposed the deal had said the owner was 
eager to sell. He didn’t mention the man had promised the 
place to Glen—Robert had had to get that information from 
Jeffrey, who called him demanding to know what Robert 
had done to his cousin. 

He had to fix this. 

Somehow. 

The doorbell rang, pulling him from his thoughts. 


xK kK kK x 


Glen regretted leaving Robert almost immediately. He 
knew he was an idiot. He should’ve talked to Robert. The 
man wasn’t the type to do things to hurt someone else. 
Hell, he couldn’t even stand killing a house spider that had 


sneaked into his dresser. He’d insisted Glen take it outside. 
Glen didn’t have the heart to tell him it probably killed the 
thing to toss it from the building. 

Glen sighed as he tried to dial Robert again. After two 
days of calling to apologise he would have thought Robert 
would at least take his phone call. This time, instead of 
going direct to voice mail, Glen got a message that Robert’s 
voice mailbox was full. 

“Huh?” Had Robert become depressed and decided to 
avoid everyone? 

Glen tucked his phone in his pocket and went back to 
piling hay. 

“Hi, Glen.” Tyler’s cheery voice broke him out of his 
contemplation. 

“Hey, Tyler.” He watched the man cautiously. Tyler 
didn’t come out to the barn often and he had a feeling it 
wasn’t by accident that he’d found Glen. 

Tyler scuffed at the dirt with his sneakers. “Um, have 
you seen Robert lately?” 

Alarm skittered up Glen’s spine. “No! We had a fight.” 
He pulled out his phone and shook it at the chef. “And now 
he’s been avoiding me.” He didn’t mention it wasn’t so 
much a fight as that he’d walked out on Robert. 

Tyler’s head jerked up. “When’s the last time you saw 
him?” 

Glen grabbed Tyler’s shirt. “What do you mean? Is he 
missing?” Panic tightened his grip. 

“You better be letting him go if you want to keep 
working here,” Cody’s tone, hard and mean, didn’t leave 


any room for question about what Glen’s fate would be if he 
didn’t release him. 

“Sorry, Tyler,” he mumbled, releasing the smaller man. 

“Now what’s going on?” Cody asked. 

“We think Robert’s missing. We can’t call the police if 
we don’t know for how long.” Tyler turned an imploring 
gaze to Glen. “He hasn’t shown up at the café for the past 
two days. We thought he might’ve gone out of town but he 
usually lets us know and he always takes his phone with 
him.” 

Fear frosted over Glen’s heart. “He just got back from 
a trip a few days ago. He didn’t mention any plans...but 
after I walked out he might have changed his mind.” 

“Why did you walk out?” Tyler asked. 

“Babe, that’s not really our business,” Cody protested 
even as he wrapped an arm around his lover. 

Glen didn’t mind sharing. In a small town everyone 
knew everyone else’s business anyway. “He’s connected 
with the developers who bought Hill’s ranch out from under 
me.” 

“Did he know it was a ranch you wanted?” Tyler asked. 

Glen rubbed the back of his neck. “Now that I’ve 
cooled off, I don’t think so. He’s not the type to purposely 
hurt someone. I wanted to call and apologise but he’s not 
answering.” Glen frowned. “His voice mailbox is full.” 

“I’m going to go check out his house,” Tyler said. 

“Not without me.” Cody announced. 

“I’m coming too.” There was no way they were going 
to check on Robert without him. 


The trio climbed into Cody’s truck and took off. 

Glen got out of Cody’s truck and ran for the front door. 
Pounding on the wood he waited for a minute before 
pounding again. 

Nothing. 

The silence crushed him like a weight. Cody and Tyler 
came up behind him. “I don’t think he’s home.” 

“Where could he be?” Tyler asked. “Do you have a 
key?” 

“No. We hadn’t gotten to that point yet.” Glen rattled 
the doorknob. The latch clicked and he easily pushed it 
open. 

“That’s not good,” Cody mused. 

Cautiously Glen stepped inside. “Robert!” he shouted. 

“Robert!” Tyler shouted behind him. “We’re coming 
in.” 

The fact that Robert didn’t rush forward to read him 
the riot act made Glen physically ill. Striding through the 
house the place looked as if nothing had changed since 
he’d left. Unfortunately the air of abandonment didn’t fade. 

The pizza box sat where he’d left it the other night. 
Exactly where he’d left it. Robert might not cook very often 
but the man was obsessively tidy. He wouldn’t leave a box 
of carry-out sitting on the table without either wrapping it 
up or throwing the extra food away. 

Panic rushed through Glen as he walked through the 
house opening and closing doors, hoping to find a sign, any 
sign that his lover had gone on a trip or a walk or anything 
that pointed away from kidnapping. 


“How much do you think Robert is worth?” he asked, 
almost fearing to hear the answer. 

“Millions,” Tyler replied without hesitation. “He’s 
worth a lot.” Tyler opened his phone and dialled. 

“Who are you callin’?” 

“The sheriff. This isn’t like Robert. He doesn’t just 
disappear. He tells everyone before he goes anywhere.” 

After a short phone call where Tyler told someone 
about Robert’s disappearance, he hung up. “The sheriff is 
on his way. Normally they wouldn’t do anything yet but 
since he’s a rich man who suddenly disappeared, they are 
taking it more seriously.” 

“It’s like he walked away and didn’t come back,” Cody 
said. 

Fear sliced through Glen. “Something happened to 
him. He’s not the type to run away from his problems, 
which is why I was surprised when he didn’t return my 
calls.” 

The trio settled in the living room where they sat in 
silence as they waited for the sheriff to show up. Fifteen 
minutes later the sheriff and his deputy arrived at the door. 

Shaking hands with Tyler and Cody, the sheriff turned 
his attention to Glen and held out his hand. “I’m Sheriff 
Nicholas Pearson and this is my deputy Jack Danners.” He 
indicated the slim, dark-haired man beside him. 

The deputy stepped forward and pulled out his 
notebook. “Can you tell us what happened?” 

“Sure come sit down.” As odd as it felt to play host in 
Robert’s house, it felt weirder to make the two men stand 


around while they talked. 

“You’re Mr Hawthorne’s lover?” 

Glen nodded. The sheriff didn’t appear disgusted or 
anything, which gave him the confidence to tell the man 
everything about their fight. 

“And you haven’t seen him since Tuesday, two days 
ago.” 

Glen shook his head. “No. He’s been ignoring my calls. 
I thought he might be mad at me for assuming the worst 
about him.” 

“You were going to call and make up?” the sheriff 
asked. 

“Yeah. I was being an idiot. I love him.” The relief he 
got from saying those words rushed through him. Now he 
needed to find Robert and tell him the truth. He was madly 
in love and desperate to confess his feelings for the only 
person he’d ever fallen for. 

“As sweet as that is, it doesn’t solve the mystery about 
where Robert Hawthorne went,” Sheriff Pearson pointed 
out. 

Glen slumped against the soft leather chair. “I know.” 

The outer door opened and slammed shut again. 
“Hello.” Robert’s voice rang through the house. 

Faster than lightning, Glen ran through the house and 
swept Robert off his feet, swinging the man around in pure 
joy at finding him alive. He set Robert on the ground and 
before he could speak he kissed him. Only the sound of 
throats clearing had him releasing his man. 


The sheriff and deputy approached first. “Nice to see 
you, Mr Hawthorne. I’m happy to see you’re unharmed. 
Perhaps next time you could let your man know where 
you’re going so he doesn’t worry.” With a nod to Robert, 
the two lawmen left the house. 

Tyler patted Robert on the back. “Nice to see you’re 
safe. We’ll talk to you later.” 

Cody opened his mouth to speak but Tyler grabbed 
him by the arm and dragged him away. 

Glen heard the door open and close again as the men 
left. 

“You were worried?” Robert’s brown eyes glowed with 
hope. 

“I’m sorry I was an idiot.” Pleasure at having the man 
in his arms again pulsed through him like the best liquor. 

“Me too.” A smile curved Robert’s lips. 

“You're sorry I’m an idiot?” 

“Yep.” 

Glen laughed. “Can we start over?” 

Robert shook his head. “I don’t want to start over. I’m 
in love with you. I went and talked to the developer. I can’t 
buy the ranch for you—they’ve already made their plans— 
but I won’t be a party to it. I went to see what you loved 
more than me.” 

“I don’t—” He broke off when Robert held his hand for 
silence. 

“After you left there was a knock on the door. Joe came 
by to tell me he’s going to California for college. He came 
by one last time to offer himself to me.” 


Glen froze. 

Robert stroked his hands up and down Glen’s arms. “I 
turned him down but it got me to thinking. What was I 
willing to do in the name of love? The ranch next to my 
house has been put up for sale. I put an offer in on the 
contingency that my partner likes the land too.” 

“But that’s not your thing,” Glen protested. 

Robert shook his head. “I don’t ever want to be 
responsible for taking your love of ranching from you. You 
can go ahead and stay working for Baron or start your own 
ranch. It’ll be your choice.” 

“And what am I giving to this relationship? I don’t want 
people thinking I’m a burden to you.” 

Robert smiled. “Your love can never be anything but a 
joy to me.” 

“How much is the place?” 

Robert named an amount far less than the price Hill 
wanted for his similar sized spread. “I’d have to see it but if 
it looks good, I want to put down half the money. I have a 
bit put away from saving for Hill’s ranch.” 

It looked for a minute as if Robert was going to argue 
but in the end he shook his head. “I’d say it doesn’t matter 
but I know it does to you. Fine—you can put half.” 

He might be a stubborn cowboy but he wasn’t an idiot. 
“We’ll go look at it tomorrow. Tonight we’re going to have 
hot makeup sex.” 

Robert laughed. “Sounds like a good plan to me.” 

Glen took Robert’s hand and led him to the bedroom. 
They could have made love in the living room, but Glen 


wanted the intimacy of cuddling his lover on a mattress. He 
missed lying next to Robert and having his man in his arms 
where he belonged. 

“Never disappear again,” Glen growled as he yanked 
Robert’s shirt off. 

“Promise,” Robert vowed. 

Glen quickly stripped before reaching out to help 
Robert with the rest of his clothing. 

Robert laughed. “I would’ve got to that.” 

“You take too long. I need your skin.” Glen craved the 
feel of Robert beneath his fingers. The soft skin, the little 
sounds his lover made when Glen stroked him just right. 
Glen lifted Robert off his feet and tossed him onto the 
mattress. He stood over Robert for a moment, admiring the 
look of his naked man against the covers. 

“Are you just going to stand there or can we have a 
more interactive lovemaking session?” Robert wrapped his 
fingers around his long cock, pumping it slowly as he 
looked at Glen from beneath half-closed lids. 

“Fuck, you’re sexy,” Glen purred as he climbed on the 
bed and crawled across Robert before lowering his body to 
the side until he lay next to his lover and they had skin 
contact from chest to thigh. 

Robert turned so their erections brushed against each 
other. “You’re the sexy one.” Robert cupped Glen’s face in a 
gesture so tender, Glen had to close his eyes to hold in the 
tears. When he had thought he’d lost Robert, his life had 
stopped. Even while angry at his lover, he never stopped 
Caring. 


Glen opened his eyes and cleared his throat. “I love 
you.” 

Robert kissed Glen gently, a brief brushing of lips that 
sent shivers down Glen’s spine. “I know. I love you, too.” 

His heart full, Glen wrapped his hand around both of 
their cocks, rubbing gently, a slow torture. 

Robert tossed back his head and clutched at Glen’s 
shoulders as Glen pumped them together. 

“I want you inside me,” Robert said. 

“Later. Right now I want to watch you come. We have 
all the time in the world.” 

He’d fuck Robert later. Right now he needed to take 
the edge off. He couldn’t make love to Robert properly—not 
with the urge to claim his lover riding him. 

“Promise?” Robert begged Glen with his eyes. Whether 
he was begging for time or a good session of loving, Glen 
didn’t know, but he knew the right answer either way. 

“I promise,” Glen swore. 

With a cry Robert came, spurting across Glen’s 
stomach and triggering Glen’s orgasm. Panting, Glen 
looked into Robert’s eyes and saw everything he could ever 
hope for. 

He saw his future. 

“You’re mine,” he whispered. Glen kissed Robert, 
putting all of his love and devotion into that one kiss. When 
he lifted his head, Robert’s dreamy expression made him 
smile. 

“Always,” Robert promised. 


Snuggling up to Robert, Glen closed his eyes. He’d 
have to get up in a minute to take a shower but for now, life 
didn’t get any more perfect. 
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Chapter One 


Bryce Mann scribbled notes down on a pad of paper 
while occasionally flashing glances at his partner, Luke 
Garcia. To break up the pattern, every once in a while he 
took a slow, deep breath to keep his emotions under 
control. He’d hidden his longing for Luke for two years 
now. He could do it longer...maybe forever. After their one 
disastrous encounter left his heart shattered, Bryce had 
vowed to never get romantically involved with the gorgeous 
Latino again. Unfortunately, his body didn’t agree with that 
plan at all. His wayward heart still skipped a beat and his 
cock hardened at the mere sound of Luke’s voice. He knew 
if he didn’t have Tim, he’d have given into his weakness 
and accepted whatever terms Luke might offer. 

Thank God for Tim. 

“I think Mr Whithers is cheating on his wife,” Luke 
said, spying out the window. “What kind of man would do 


that to someone who loves him just to get a younger piece 
of ass?” 

Bryce gave a cynical laugh. “The fact you can still ask 
that after over a dozen investigations of cheating spouses is 
more surprising than the fact Mr Whithers is clichéd 
enough to screw his secretary. Besides, if there weren’t 
cheating men and women, I doubt we’d have jobs. There 
are only so many bodyguard positions available and Tucker 
wants to make sure the agency offers a variety of services.” 

Luke sighed. “I guess. It’s just depressing, you know? 
Is there anyone loyal out there anymore?” He continued 
talking, not waiting for Bryce’s answer. “I like it better 
when we get to be bodyguards instead of spies. I mean, 
security is way better than spying. I always feel slimy after 
these stakeouts.” 

“Yeah,” Bryce agreed as he popped a toothpick in his 
mouth, clamping down on the wood to suck out the minty 
flavour. 

“How’s your stopping smoking coming along?” Luke 
asked. 

Bryce shrugged as he slid the toothpick out of his 
mouth to speak. “Okay, I guess.” 

“Why’re you quitting anyway? Not that I don’t think 
it’s a good idea, but what made you decide to finally do it?” 

“Tim won’t kiss me if I smoke.” Bryce hadn’t known 
how forceful Tim could be until after Tim had seen Bryce 
smoking. The man had flat out refused to make love to him 
until Bryce gave the things up. Normally, he’d tell off any 
guy who told him what to do. No man controlled Bryce by 


his dick. But Tim’s blue eyes had silently begged, even as 
he’d refused to bring his mouth anywhere near Bryce’s. 
Tim had even listed all the health reasons why Bryce should 
quit, his accountant brain running a mile a minute as he 
tallied up statistics faster than Bryce could understand 
what he was saying. After that lecture, which had ended 
with Tim close to tears, Bryce had sworn to never touch 
another one. 

“Tim who?” Luke’s eyes widened. “Not Tim Warren. 
Please tell me you aren’t fucking the company’s 
accountant.” 

Bryce scowled at his friend. “I’m not fucking him. 
We’re dating. I like him.” He said the last part defensively 
even though he knew he didn’t have anything to defend 
himself against. 

“He’s too sweet for you,” Luke argued. “You'll break 
his heart.” 

Those words from Luke were almost too much to take. 
“I wouldn’t do that intentionally, and unlike you, I’m 
looking for something permanent.” 

“What if you get injured on the job?” Luke persisted, 
brushing off Bryce’s implication. 

“Then Pl be injured. I might also get in a fatal car 
accident. Anything could happen, Luke—I’m not a fortune- 
teller. That doesn’t mean I shouldn’t try to find some 
happiness,” Bryce snapped. 

“Yeah, you’re right,” Luke conceded. 

Bryce wondered about Luke’s attitude. After one night 
together, Luke had been quite clear that he didn’t want 


anything long term...painfully clear. 

“Anyway, I thought you’d be happy I’m quitting 
smoking. You’ve been complaining about it for years,” 
Bryce pointed out. 

Luke opened his mouth and then closed it again as if 
reconsidering his words. “I guess I never thought you’d 
quit over some guy.” 

Bryce smiled. “I really like him.” 

Luke raised his left brow at Bryce’s declaration. “It’s 
serious?” 

Bryce shrugged again. “I don’t know yet. Maybe. He’s 
a nice guy who’s gainfully employed and amazing in bed. 
What’s not to like?” 

“You’ve had sex with him?” Luke’s voice had an odd 
tone that made Bryce examine his friend more closely. 
Luke’s blank expression told him nothing but the tightening 
around his mouth revealed his distress. 

“Yes, So what?” 

“Nothing.” Luke put the binoculars back to his eyes. “I 
hope it works out for you two. Tim’s a sweet guy.” 

“Yes, he is.” Bryce wondered why Luke’s agreement 
hurt more than anything had in a while. Shaking his head, 
he tried to wipe out the idea that Luke cared more than he 
did. Luke wouldn’t mind if Bryce fucked the entire city as 
long as he appeared bright and early for their jobs. Luke 
worshiped at the altar of punctuality. “Do you think we’ll be 
done early?” 

Luke waved a hand dismissively. “You can leave if you 
like. We’ve already taken all the pictures we need. I’m 


going to hang around and get shots of him leaving so we 
have enough evidence, but you don’t have to stay.” Luke’s 
dark eyes remained trained on Bryce. “Have a date?” 

Bryce fiddled with the toothpick between his fingers. 
“I told Tim I’d be over for dinner.” He wasn’t going to 
apologise. Luke didn’t want him and he’d found someone 
who did. He might feel attraction and a tinge of regret over 
Luke, but Bryce’s goal this year—to move on with his life— 
appeared to be working well. 

His phone rang. Looking at the number on the readout 
made him smile as he answered. “Hi Tim, I was just 
thinking about you. You’re not calling to cancel are you?” 
Bryce might sometimes yearn for the heat of Luke’s touch 
but he adored Tim’s gentle ways. For a hardened soldier, a 
little kindness meant everything, especially when wrapped 
in a kind, sexy and slim package. 

“Bryce, are you busy?” Tim’s nervous tone started 
alarm bells clanging in Bryce’s head. 

“Not too busy for you, hon. What’s wrong?” He kept 
his voice low and soothing since Tim’s voice bordered on 
hysterical. 

“T-it might be nothing, but I think someone’s watching 
my house.” 

Bryce gripped his phone tighter as some of Tim’s 
anxiety transferred to him. “Why do you think that?” 

Silence. 

Just as Bryce began to think Tim had hung up or their 
call had been dropped, Tim spoke again. “You know I’ve 
been a little paranoid since my abduction so I’ve been more 


careful about checking out my surroundings. There’s a guy 
parked across the street. He’s been sitting there for the 
past hour. I think he’s watching my apartment.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“Because he has a pair of binoculars trained up here. I 
could be wrong but he’s giving me the willies.” 

Bryce didn’t care if Tim was imagining someone 
watching his building. If the man freaked Tim out, he would 
have to be dealt with. His sweet accountant didn’t need any 
extra stress in his life. After spending the past several years 
in a war zone, Tim’s arms represented home and Bryce 
would do anything to protect his lover. “I’ll be right there, 
baby. Don’t do anything foolish like go talk to him or 
anything. You stay in your apartment. I’m only about twenty 
minutes away.” After securing Tim’s agreement to stay put, 
Bryce hung up, stood and grabbed his jacket. “I’m off,” he 
told Luke over his shoulder. 

“What happened?” 

Bryce spun around to find Luke standing right behind 
him. “Tim thinks someone is watching him.” 

“You don’t think he’s just nervous from his kidnapping 
do you?” Luke’s brown eyes darkened with concern and he 
rubbed his chin, a habit of his when thinking something 
over. After five years of being best friends with Luke, Bryce 
could almost guess the thoughts going through Luke’s 
brain. 

“No. He sounded pretty specific, but I’d rather he be 
paranoid than have a stalker.” 


Luke grabbed his jacket and snatched up his keys. “TlH 
clean this up later and we can fill out the report tomorrow. 
Let’s go.” 

“What? Why?” When had this become a ‘bring your 
partner along’ trip? 

A scowl crossed Luke’s handsome face. “I like Tim. 
He’s a nice guy. If he thinks someone is following him we 
should check it out. And if a guy is really bothering him, 
you'll need backup. Nothing against Tim, but I doubt he’s 
armed.” 

Bryce’s mouth dropped open. “I didn’t think you would 
want to waste your Friday night checking out what might 
be a false alarm. Even Tim thinks it might be nothing. He’s 
just worried, so I promised him I’d check it out.” 

“You don’t believe him?” Luke scowled as if he were 
offended on Tim’s behalf. 

Bryce ran his fingers through his hair. “This isn’t the 
first time Tim’s called about something like this. He’s been 
freaked out since his kidnapping. I’ve been going over and 
keeping him company, that’s how we became so close.” 
Sometimes being the person to bring comfort was a 
powerful bonding experience. 

When Luke’s jaw firmed and he showed no signs of 
backing down, Bryce gave a put upon sigh to show his 
annoyance. “Fine, you can come.” 

Damn, Luke’s smile still made his heart skip a beat. 


Luke followed Bryce, relieved to be coming along. He 
needed to see the two men together. He had to make sure 


Tim deserved Luke’s best friend. Although Luke didn’t 
mind Bryce having a quick fuck at a club, the idea of Bryce 
becoming close to someone and having a relationship made 
bile rise up in his throat. He genuinely worried for a 
moment that he’d decorate the window with his swirling 
stomach contents. He’s blown his one shot of keeping 
Bryce and now he regretted it with every fibre of his being. 

Over time he’d hoped to get a second chance, but 
Bryce didn’t forgive and forget. Telling Bryce he didn’t 
want a relationship had been Luke’s biggest mistake ever. 
At the time he’d thought to protect his heart. Luke had 
stupidly realised too late that he’d already given it away to 
his best friend two years ago. Unfortunately, he’d never 
found a way to make up. 

Luke remained silent as they travelled to Tim’s place. 
Bryce didn’t appear to want to talk and Luke didn’t know 
what to say. As they pulled up beside Tim’s apartment 
building, Luke saw a man in a black car drive away. To 
Luke’s surprise instead of parking, Bryce drove into the 
parking garage. He noticed with a trace of panic that Bryce 
had a remote to open the metal gate. How serious were 
they? 

“Do you live here now?” He hoped Bryce didn’t hear 
the fear in Luke’s voice or the loud pounding of his heart. 
Terror gripped him over the thought of Bryce slipping away 
from Luke forever. 

“Not yet. I hope to soon, though.” Bryce exited the 
vehicle and headed towards the elevator. Luke quickly fell 
into step beside him. 


Bryce removed a key fob from his pocket and waved it 
in front of a sensor on the elevator keypad before pushing 
the button to what must be Tim’s floor. After a short ride up 
and a walk down a brightly lit hall, they were standing in 
front of an apartment marked ‘five thirty-three’ in big brass 
numbers. Bryce knocked before unlocking the door and 
letting himself in. 

He gave Luke a sheepish grin. “I don’t want to startle 

him.” 
Fuck. How serious are they? Scenarios ran through 
Luke’s head, each less comfortable than the one before. 
They entered the living room and found Tim sitting on his 
couch. At the sight of Bryce, Tim gave a relieved smile. 
Why hadn’t Luke ever noticed how gorgeous Tim was 
before? With his sunshine bright hair and sea blue eyes, 
Tim surpassed cute by a mile. Why hadn’t Luke noticed the 
competition right under his nose? 

Crap! 

“Bryce.” Tim threw himself into Bryce’s arms. 

A spike of pain impaled Luke’s heart at the sight of the 
slim blond in Bryce’s muscular embrace—a hold he knew 
from experience felt amazing. 

“Are you Okay?” Bryce pulled Tim back and examined 
him carefully as if the mysteries of the universe would be 
explained on his face. Luke almost hurled at the sight of 
Bryce’s adoring expression. 

“T’m fine. I just saw him drive away.” 

“Black car?” Luke asked. 


Tim lifted his head, his brilliant blue gaze zeroing in on 
Luke. “Hey, Luke, how are you?” 

Tim gave Luke a tentative smile, a far cry from the 
loving one he’d given Bryce. Luke wondered why he cared. 
“I thought I’d come and see if I could help.” 

The words spoken out loud didn’t sound desperate. 
They didn’t convey the futile wish coursing through him to 
stay as close to Bryce as possible. He let out a long breath 
in relief. 

“You saw the black car, too?” Bryce asked Luke before 
turning back to address Tim. “Did you see the driver?” 

“Not much. I only saw binoculars and once in a while 
he tipped ashes from his cigarette out the window. I tried to 
stay out of sight, but he really creeped me the hell out.” 
Tim gave a little shudder and Luke had to hold back an 
urge to hug the smaller man. Tim looking scared and 
vulnerable brought out Luke’s protective instincts. 

“Have you thought someone was watching you 
before?” Luke asked, slipping into investigator mode. 
Although Bryce had told him as much, he wanted to hear 
Tim’s version. 

Tim pulled out of Bryce’s arms, wiping his eyes with 
the heels of his hands. “I-I think so. But like I told Bryce, I 
could be imagining things. I’ve been real jumpy since my 
kidnapping. I mean...logically, I know I’m not going to be 
snatched again, but inside I still worry. I’m such a wimp.” 

“You’re not a wimp,” Bryce soothed. “You’ve had a 
scare. It’s natural for you to be a little skittish.” 


Tim patted Bryce’s arm. “I appreciate you coming over. 
Would you like some tea or a beer? I’m afraid that’s all I 
have except water.” 

“Some tea would be nice,” Bryce responded. 

Luke didn’t like the tender look Bryce gave Tim. He 
hoped he hid his feelings well when the accountant turned 
to him. “How about you? Would you like a drink?” 

“Pll take a beer.” Luke could tell Tim needed 
something to do to. The man fidgeted like a dog waiting for 
a squirrel to come down from the tree. How calm, quiet 
Bryce could handle that on a day-to-day basis Luke didn’t 
know. He waited until the accountant had left the room 
before talking to Bryce. “I don’t know if someone is 
watching him but there definitely was a car that left when 
we showed up. I got the license plate.” 

“Good. If you give it to me, I can check it out 
tomorrow.” 

“No. I'll do it,” Luke insisted. He didn’t squirm beneath 
Bryce’s intense gaze. It took more than that to rattle his 
cage. “I want to help.” 

Bryce gave him a strange look. “You don’t have to. I’m 
sure I can handle one possible stalker.” 

“Have you questioned him about why he might have 
someone watching him?” From their past experiences, Luke 
knew often the investigators only got part of the story. He 
didn’t want that for Bryce. He deserved better than a half 
story from a man he liked. 

“No,” Bryce sighed. “I didn’t want to spook him. He’s 
had a rough time of it lately. He still gets nightmares about 


his abduction.” 

Luke swallowed back the lump in his throat as he 
thought of all the ways Bryce could calm Tim. 

“Bryce is sweet to take care of me,” Tim said, walking 
into the room with a cup of hot tea and a cold beer. 

“That didn’t take long,” Luke commented as he 
accepted his drink. 

“I have an instant hot water tap,” Tim explained. 

“Abh.” 

The three men sat in the living room. Tim and Bryce 
took the couch while Luke took a chair facing them. Silence 
reigned. 

“Maybe I should just go,” Luke said to Tim. “I’m 
obviously making you uncomfortable.” 

“No you aren’t. I’m embarrassed,” Tim said. 

“About what?” Luke asked. 

“That I ruined your work for nothing. I didn’t know 
Bryce was on the job and I certainly didn’t mean to pull you 
both away from something important just to make me feel 
better.” 

Guilt stabbed Luke like little daggers. He quickly tried 
to make amends. “Tim, you’re a friend. If someone is 
stalking you, we need to check it out. That’s what Bryce 
and I do—we provide protection against things like this. 
And, despite what you think, I don’t believe for a minute 
you’d have called if you didn’t genuinely think there was a 
problem.” 

Tim gave him a grateful smile. “Thanks, Luke. I’ve 
seen this guy before. This is the third time that black car 


parked outside my building. The first couple of times I 
didn’t see anyone inside.” 

“So maybe he was walking around and checking out 
the building, making sure he had the right place,” Luke 
offered. The more he heard about this mysterious person, 
the less he liked it. He itched to run to the office and check 
out the license plate. 

“Maybe,” Bryce agreed. “Do you have any clients who 
might have underground connections?” 

Tim laughed. “Are you asking if I’m an accountant for 
the mob?” His blue eyes sparkled with amusement. 

“Yes, that’s exactly what I’m asking. Are you?” Despite 
Tim’s amusement, Bryce didn’t back down. 

Tim frowned. Luke could almost hear the man running 
his clients’ books through his head. He knew Tim worked 
as an independent contractor and had several customers 
other than the company Luke and Bryce worked for. 

“Not that I know of. I recently took on a restaurant’s 
bookkeeping for a client. They don’t appear to have any 
strange accounting issues, at least nothing criminal. I 
didn’t see signs of double books or anything. The only other 
clients I have are you guys and a pizza parlour. And unless 
they have unlicensed workers and are paying under the 
table, I don’t think they have any weird problems. At least 
nothing worth scaring the crap out of me!” Tim’s voice 
squeaked at the end, revealing his nerves. 

Bryce threw himself onto Tim’s overstuffed couch. “I’m 
going to spend the night. My instincts tell me we’re missing 


something. You might be jumpy about being alone but 
you’re not the type to invent someone following you.” 

“No.” Tim shook his head vehemently. “I wouldn’t 
waste your time like that.” 

“Come here.” Bryce beckoned the accountant closer. 
Luke bit his lip until it bled as he watched Tim settle closer 
to Bryce and snuggle in as if he belonged there. Bryce 
instinctively curled around the shorter man, which told 
Luke more than he wanted to know about Bryce’s feelings 
toward Tim. Bryce only became protective of those he 
cared about. Luke twitched with the urge to snuggle up 
with the pair on the couch. Weird...in his mind both Bryce 
and Tim were his to cuddle next to. 

“Tell us what you can about the guy in the black car,” 
Luke said, pulling a small notebook out of his shirt pocket. 

Tim licked his lips, leaving a tempting sheen in his 
tongue’s wake and derailing Luke’s thoughts. 

“I didn’t get a really good look at him. I think he has 
dark hair. The only time I saw him he was sitting in his car 
smoking. I only know that because he’d toss the butts out 
the window. I don’t know how tall he is or eye colour or 
anything.” 

“T think his car looked like a rental,” Luke offered. 

“You think he’s from out of town?” Tim asked. 

“Possibly,” Bryce agreed. He exchanged a look with 
Luke. They would figure out what was going on. 

“Or he could’ve rented a car so you didn’t recognise 
his own,” Luke said. 


Tim shuddered. “This is feeling more stalkerish all the 
time.” 

Bryce hugged Tim gently. “We’ll get to the bottom of 
this, hon. For all we know, he could be investigating 
someone else at your building or something. You’re not the 
only person on this floor.” 

Luke’s heart caught in his throat as he watched the 
pair together. At one time he could’ve been the one in 
Bryce’s arms receiving the endearments, but Tim needed 
Bryce more than Luke ever did. Bryce and Tim looked good 
together. Luke yearned to be on the other side of Tim, 
reassuring him. 
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